a 


1CTIM OF 


RECENT FICTION 


THE OLD COUNTESS 
by Anne Douglas Sedgwick 


THE SUN 1N SPLENDOUR 
by Thomas Burke 


SISTER CARRIE 


by Theodore Dreiser 


TOPSY-TURVY 
by Vernon Bartlett 


THE BARBURY WITCH 
by Anthony Richardson 


CONSTABLE LONDON 


Wie 


be 


» 


A 
VICTIM OF 
CIRCUMSTANCES 


and other stories 


BY 
GEORGE GISSING 


BOSTON AND NEW YORK 
HOUGHTON MIFFLIN COMPANY 


1927 


First Published 1927 


Printed in Great Britain by 
Wyman & Sons, Lid., London, Fakenham and Reading. 


Contents 


PREFACE . . : ; ‘ 
A Victim oF CIRCUMSTANCES 
One Way or Happiness . 

Tue Fare or Humpurey SNELL 
A Despot on Tour : . 
Tue Evimi- . ; : 

Tue Licut on THE TowER : 
Tue ScHooLmasTER’s VISION 
Tue HoneyMoon . 

Tue Pessrmisr or Prato Roap 
Tue Fooutsn VIRGIN 5 P 
Lov anp Liz . : é ‘ 
Tur Tyrant’s APOLocY . ; 
SPELLBOUND . , : ; 
Our Learnep FetLtow-TowNnsMANn 


FLEET-FOOTED HEsSTER P 5 


107 
127 
147 
167 
187 
219 
239 
257 
213 
291 


Preface 


4 eat is one quality which a good landscape painter 

regards as of the highest importance in his works, 
namely that quality which is dependent upon the correct 
adjustment and expression of light and shade. He 
knows that he is as powerless to represent the deepest 
of nature’s gloom, as he is to shew forth her most brilliant 
lights, and the utmost he can do is to express the latter 
in white, using his blackest colour for the darkest shades ; 
neither the white nor the black in any way approaching 
the true degree of gloom or brilliancy of which nature 
is capable. 

I use this example merely to illustrate a fact in the 
writing of fiction, which not infrequently has been 
overlooked by our novelists. For, though a novel may 
possess the gloom essential to the artistic treatment of 
human life (it would be false without it), yet that gloom 
itself will lose in effect without the high lights, which 
are equally characteristic of life, though, perhaps, in 
these days less evident. And I introduce the word 
“gloom” in this connection as descriptive of the 
essentially base, as opposed to the noble side of life ¢ 
light being symbolical of good, and darkness of evil, 
the latter quality possessing value only in so far as it 
affords an opportunity for the strengthening of the 
nobler part of man. Thus it is the purpose of shadow 
to intensify the brilliancy of light, to which it is in 
reality subordinate, and without which, therefore, it will 
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assuredly suffer a loss in power. So that we are com- 
pelled to notice that a work of fiction, though it may bear 
Witness to imaginative and intellectual power of a high 
order, yet is a mere one-sided presentation of life, unless 
it contain some adequate record of the nobler people 
that live among us, in opposition to the radiance of whose 
virtues all that is commonplace and ignoble will receive 
its correct degree of shade. 

The presentation of the lower, with but few, if any, 
of the higher truths of life, has received the name of 
“realism,” a term which has given rise to much gross 
misunderstanding, more especially in the minds of those 
whose belief is in art for art’s sake. For the quality 
expressed by this word, in its generally accepted sense, 
is often quite independent of true art—a conclusion 
reached by my father in his Critical Study of Charles 
Dickens. In comparing the point of view of Dickens 
with that of Balzac, he writes: ‘‘ Dickens has just as 
much right to his optimism in the world of art, as Balzac 
to his bitter smile. Moreover, if it comes to invidious 
comparisons, one may safely take it for granted that 
realism in its aggressive shapes is very far from being 
purely a matter of art. The writer who shows to us all 
the sores of humanity, and does so with a certain fury 
of determination, may think that he is doing it for 
art’s sake ; but in very truth he is enjoying an attack 
upon the order of the universe—always such a tempting 
form of sport.”” These words carry us back to an earbier 
period of the author’s life, when he wrote in a letter to 
his brother : “ When I am able to summon any enthusiasm 
at all, it is only for art ; how I laughed the other day in 
recalling your amazement at my theories of art for art’s 
sake! Well, I cannot get beyond it. Human life has 
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little interest for me, on the whole, save as material for 
artistic presentation. I can get savage over social 
iniquities, but, even then, my rage at once takes the 
direction of planning revenge in artistic work.”! The 
first of the two passages here quoted was undoubtedly 
an outcome of the actual experience of the author, 
who had come to realise the mistaken motive of his 
earlier years. 

I would here point to a further fact of human life, 
which is frequently ignored by those of the realistic 
school, but was invariably set forth by such writers as 
Dickens and Thackeray, namely the ultimate and 
certain overthrow of evil and triumph of good; this 
being one of the essential truths, as well as that most 
welcome to human hearts, of the life which novelists 
endeavour to portray; though perhaps it is the least 
apparent in the world around us, where, materially 
speaking, the good not infrequently fall a prey to those 
of baser instincts. Yet none the less, from the spiritual 
stand-point, the fact of the triumph of good over evil 
is for ever an established truth ; and, as one of the most 
vital realities, cannot be ignored by those who undertake 
to give a faithful account of life. To sacrifice it to 
truths of a lower order, whatever they may be, is to give 
a view of life devoid of all just proportion. 

Thus a man of base character may gain everything 
that he desires in the direction of material prosperity, 
establishing his reputation in the eyes of the multitude 
as that of a successful man. And, from the material 
point of view, he has succeeded ; yet regarded artistically, 
this triumph of his is an inferior truth, for above and 
beyond it stands the fact that but little, if any, of the 

1“ Letters of George Gissing,’’ published 1927. 
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happiness for which he has striven remains to him as life 
advances. So that the essential truth about this man 
is that, judged from a spiritual standpoint, his evil 
intentions, though appearing to have won the day, yet 
in some subtle and unexpected manner have, in, the 
end, brought upon themselves the doom which they 
have so justly merited. 

Hence arises the need that all those who set out to 
paint the realities of life, realists in the better sense, 
should bring home to the reader as many important 
truths as possible; sacrificing those truths only which 
are of a lower order, and which concern themselves 
chiefly with external appearances. The question is 
not that of choice of subject, for the writer is at liberty 
to paint whatever scene may best suit his purpose, as 
indeed he is free to choose whether it be more profitable 
to present to the world an impoverished view of life, 
or one rich in vital truth. 

And, concerning the sacrifice of truth, there are cases 
where the omission of certain commonplace facts or 
characteristics is essential to the artistic treatment of 
a subject, and will in no wise obscure its reality, but 
rather enhance it; as, for instance, is shown in the way 
in which Dickens has treated such a character as the 
well-known Mrs. Gamp, with whose vices he was in no 
sense unfamiliar. Had he determined to give us a 
photograph of this strange being, we should have been 
repelled by her utter depravity and baseness of mind; 
but it so happened that Dickens was a portrait painter, 
and well skilled in his art; so that he was able to place 
before us a life-like representation of Mrs. Gamp, 
stripped, however, of those repulsive characteristics 
that could well be omitted, since they were but inferior 
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truths, which would naturally impress themselves upon 
the mind of even the most casual observer, long before 
he had perceived the more subtle features of her 
character. Such being the case, Dickens has given us 
“a sublimation of the essence of Gamp,” not one fact 
essential to the true portrait having been omitted. To 
quote once more from Charles Dickens—“ Is not the fact 
in itself very remarkable, that by dint (it seems) of 
omitting those very features which in life most strongly 
impress us, an artist in fiction can produce something 
which we applaud as an inimitable portrait? ‘That 
for disgust he can give us delight and yet leave us glorying 
in his verisimilitude ? ” 

I do not here intend to trace the bearing of the fore- 
going statements upon the works of any particular 
author ; nor to enter upon the question as to how far 
they apply, and how far they do not apply, to the works 
of the author of this volume; nor am I able, with any 
justice, to deny the historical value of a certain kind 
of realism. I merely put them before the reader as, 
in a great measure, constituting the foundation of all 
just criticism of art, and as affording material for careful 
reflection, which, if diligently pursued, will perhaps 
lead him to a right understanding of the essential qualities 
of artistic portraiture, and hence to a just estimate of 
the merits and demerits of any given work of fiction. 

The stories included in this volume (among them are 
some of the author’s best and most characteristic tales) 
are not without their moral, and the genius of their 
author in his slighter works is too evident to need 
comment. The Fate of Humphrey Snell may be men- 
tioned as being much liked by the writer, who describes 
it as “‘a favourite story of mine—symbolical of much,” 
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Not a few, among them 4 Victim of Circumstances, 
are mere crescendos of heaped up misfortune inimitably 
portrayed. The subtle irony of such tales as Spellbound 
and One Way of Happiness is altogether admirable ; 
the writer was by no means devoid of humour, as has 
often been supposed. Some, again, were written with 
that “fury of determination” already mentioned ; 
thus constituting a series of attacks upon those grosser 
evils of our civilisation, which were such objects of 
detestation to him. In Louw and Liz, for example, we 
see, among other things, his hatred of the conditions 
of society which could bring about such gross mishandling 
of children—a subject which always infuriated him, 
and drove him at once to pen and paper. An exact 
presentation of that degraded section of life must be 
given ; comment would only weaken the case; and the 
public must behold the iniquity with their own eyes, 
as vividly as if they had been spectators of the actual 
scene. ‘Thus uncompromising was the author in his 
efforts to paint the sordid realities of life in their exact 
shades, and hence arose those sombre studies in grey, 
which are unique in literature, 
ALFRED C. GISssING. 
Richmond, 
Surrey, 
December, 1926. 
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By the summer of 1869, an artist, whose wanderings 

had led him far into rural England, rambled one 
sunny morning about the town of Glastonbury. Like 
all but a very few Englishmen, he cared little for the 
ancient history of his land: Avalon was a myth that did 
not speak to his imagination, and the name of Dunstan 
echoed but faintly for him out of old school books. His 
delight was in the rare quaint beauty of the noiseless 
streets, in the ruined abbey with its overgrowth, its 
great elms, its smooth sward where sheep were nibbling, 
and in the exquisite bits of homely landscape discoverable 
at every turn. He would have liked to remain here for 
several days, but in the evening he must needs journey on. 

After a mid-day meal at the inn which was built 
for the use of pilgrims four hundred years ago, he turned 
his steps towards a spot it still behoved him to visit, 
though its associations awoke in him but a languid 
curiosity. This was Wirrall Hill, a little grassy ascent 
just outside the town—famous for ages throughout 
Christendom as the place of the Holy Thorn, the budding 
staff set by Joseph of Arimathza when he landed from his 
voyage. A thorn is still preserved on the summit: 
having considered it with a smile, the artist threw him- 
self upon the grass, and gazed at what interested him 
much more, the scene spread before his eyes. 

Opposite lay Glastonbury, its red-roofed houses 
(above them the fine old towers of St. John and St. 

3 


A Victim of Circumstances 4 


Benedict) clustered about the foot of that high conical 
hill called the Tor, which with its ruined church beacons 
over so many miles of plain. Northward the view was 
bounded by the green Mendips, lovely in changing 
lights and shadows. In the west, far upon a flat horizon, 
glimmered the Severn Sea. White lines of road marked 
the landscape in every direction; the willow-bordered 
rhines—great trenches to save the fields from flood— 
wound among crops or cattled pasturage ; and patches 
of rich brown showed where peat was stacked. A scene 
perfect in its kind, so ancient, peaceful, dream-inspiring. 

He was awakened from reverie by the sound of voices. 
At a short distance stood two children, a little boy and 
a still smaller girl, doubtless brother and sister: they 
had just caught sight of the stranger, and were looking 
at him with frank, wide eyes, their talk suspended by his 
presence. Our friend (he was a bachelor of fifty) did 
not care much for very young people, but this small 
couple were more than usually interesting ; he thought 
he had never seen such pretty children. They were 
dressed very simply, but with a taste which proved that 
they did not belong to working folk ; their faces, too, had 
nothing in common with those of little rustics, but were 
delicately featured, remarkably intelligent, toned in 
softest cream colour. The boy (perhaps seven years old) 
wore a tunic and knickerbockers, and carried a wand 
higher than himself; the girl, a year younger, who had 
golden curly locks, and a red sash about her waist, held 
in her arms the tiniest of terrier pups. 

“‘ How do you do ?” cried the artist, in the friendliest 
voice he could command, nodding to them. “ Here’s 
a comfortable place ; come and sit down.” 

They hesitated, but only for a moment. Then the 
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boy advanced, and the girl followed more timidly. 
After a few rather awkward attempts the artist drew them 
intoconversation. Their wits corresponded to their faces ; 
when he spoke of the hill on which they were sitting, he 
found that the boy knew all about its history. 

“Joseph of Arimathza,” said the youngster, with 
perfect pronunciation of the long word, “ had eleven 
companions. Father is painting them.” 

“Painting them ? What! your father is a painter ? ” 

“Yes,” the boy answered proudly. “ Like Michael 
Angelo and Raphael.” 

“Now that’s a curious thing. I ama painter too!” 

They examined him keenly, the little girl allowing 
her puppy to escape, so that in a few moments she had 
to run away after it. 

“Are you an historical painter ?” inquired the boy 
with much earnestness. 

“No. Landscape only.” 

ce Oh | bb) 

The tone was of disappointment. 

“What is your father’s name? Perhaps I have 
heard of him.” 

“Horace Miles Castledine,” was the reply, again 
uttered proudly. 

The artist averted his face and kept silence for a 
moment. 

“Mine is Godfrey Banks,” he said at length; “ not 
such a nice name as your father’s.” 

“No, not so nice. But it isn’t a bad name. [I like 
Godfrey. And are you famous?” 

“‘ Some people like my pictures.” 

“ But are you really famous—like my father is going 
tobe 2?” 
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“T am afraid not.” 

“But you are very old, you know,” said the lad. 
“Father is only thirty—quite young for an artist. 
When he gets as old as you, he’ll be famous all through 
the world—like Michael Angelo.” 

“Tm very glad to hear that. Where doés your 
father live ?” 

“Just down there—not far. Shall I take you to 
see him and tell him you’re a painter ? ” 

“That would be very kind. Yes, I would like to go.” 

The artist had made up his mind that he must not 
leave Glastonbury without visiting this most notable 
of its inhabitants, a man who, in the year 1869, was 
engaged on an historical painting—subject, “The Land- 
ing of Joseph of Arimathea in Britain”—and who 
plainly had the habit of declaring before his offspring 
that in a few years his fame would circle the earth. 

Addressing his companion as ‘“ Murie ”—which 
probably meant Muriel—the youngster announced that 
they would return home forthwith, and with many signs 
of delight he led the way. Banks held his hand to the little 
girl, who accepted it very sweetly ; with her other arm 
she enfolded the puppy. And thus they moved forward. 

In less than a quarter of an hour the guide pointed 
to his father’s dwelling. It was one of a row of simple 
cottages, old and prettily built ; in the small garden were 
hollyhocks, sunflowers, tall lilies, and other familiar 
flowers blooming luxuriantly, and over the front of the 
house trailed a vine. A delightful abode in certain 
moods, no doubt ; but where could be the studio ? 

The artist took from his pocket a visiting card. 

~ “TJ will stay here,” he said, “ until you have given that 
to your father, and asked if I may be allowed to see him.” 
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Two or three minutes elapsed, and when the boy 
teappeared, it was in the company of a singular looking 
man. This person (one would have judged him less 
than thirty) had a short, slim figure, and a large head 
with long, beautiful hair, almost as golden as that of 
his younger child. He wore a dressing-gown, which 
had once been magnificent, of blue satin richly worked ; 
time had faded its glories, and it showed a patch here 
and there. On his feet were slippers, erst of corres- 
ponding splendour ; but they, too, had felt the touch of 
the destroyer, and seemed ready to fall to pieces. His 
neck was bare. The features of the man lacked dis- 
tinction ; one felt that they were grievously out of keep- 
ing with such original attire, that they suggested the 
most respectable of everyday garments. Asmall perky nose, 
lips and chin of irreproachable form and the kindliest 
expression, blue eyes which widened themselves in a per- 
petual endeavour to look inspired—that was all one cared 
to notice, save, perhaps, the rare delicacy of his complexion. 

He came quickly forward, smiling with vast gratification. 

“Mr. Banks, you do me a great honour! Pray come 
in! My wife is unfortunately from home ; she would have 
been overjoyed ! ” 

His voice was quite frank and pleasant ; the listener 
had prepared himself for some intolerable form of 
euphuism, and felt an agreeable surprise. 

They entered, and went first of all into a tiny sitting- 
room, gracefully furnished. Castledine could not conceal 
_ his excitement ; for here was one of the first artists of the 
day, a man really to be reverenced, coming—if only by 
chance—to inspect his work and utter words of encourage- 
ment! Hekept upa dancing movement round three sides 
of the table whilst his visitor spoke ordinary civilities. 
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“My studio,” he explained at length, “is upstairs. I 
have very little convenience, but for the present it must dos 
The picture I am engaged upon I should like to have un- 
dertaken ona larger scale ; but that couldn’t be managed.” 

“ My little friend here,” replied the artist, “ has 
told me what the subject is.” ‘ 

“ Yes—yes !” said Castledine, breathlessly. “ But of 
course he couldn’t explain the principles on which I work. 
I must tell you, first of all, Mr. Banks, that I have had no 
academic instruction. I trust you don’t think that is fatal?” 

* Fatal? Surely not.” 

“TI was married—I am happy to say—very early ; 
at two and twenty, in fact.” He blushed a little. “ At 
that time I lived in Lincolnshire; I was in business. 
But from boyhood I had studied drawing—dquite seri- 
ously, I assure you ; so much so, that I passed the South 
Kensington examinations.” He pointed to a framed 
certificate on the wall. “I even went in for anatomy— 
seriously you know. In anatomy I feel pretty sound. 
At my marriage I was able to get a little more leisure ; 
we went to Paris and to the Netherlands, and it was then 
I determined to become a painter. I didn’t feel alto- 
gether justified—as a married man—in abandoning 
business, but I managed to give a good half of each day 
to serious work—really serious. ‘Then we decided to go 
to London for a year or two, and I studied independently 
at the National Gallery. The figure was to be my 
forte; I had understood that from the first ; I ‘worked 
very seriously from the life—made quite a vast number 
of the most thorough studies. I haven’t wholly 
neglected landscape, but I should be ashamed to speak 
to you of what I have done in that direction. All the 
time, I still gave attention to—to my business ; but at 
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last it was clear to me that I must take a bold step—the 
step inevitable to every serious artist—and give myself 
entirely to painting. So, two years ago, we came to 
live here, and I began my studies for what I hope may 
be a—a work one needn’t feel ashamed of.” 

“You chose the place because of its quietness ? ” 

“T must explain to you.” He still moved dancingly 
about the table, forgetting even to ask his visitor to be 
seated. “From boyhood I have felt very strongly that 
artists have never paid sufficient attention to the early 
history of England. It seemed to me that this was a great 
field for any man with true enthusiasm. My wife— 
who sympathises with me in most things—encourages 
this idea. She has a great delight in the history of the 
English Church, and on one of our holidays we came down 
here to see Wells and Glastonbury. Then it was that 
I conceived the thought I am now trying to work out 
on canvas. I felt that I couldn’t do better than work 
on the very spot—in this atmosphere of antiquity.” 

“TJ understand.” 

“But I must explain. It will occur to you—what 
about costumes and that kind of thing? Here my 
principle comes in. It seems to me that our modern 
painters attach far too much importance to these acces- 
sories. Now we know that the great men cared very 
little about them—that is to say, about antiquarian 
details. They painted boldly, intent upon the subject— 
the human interest—the human figure. I am trying to 
follow them. Of course I avoid grotesque improprieties, 
but otherwise I allow my imagination free play. No 
one really knows how Joseph of Arimathza and his 
companions were dressed; I have devised costumes 
which seem to me appropriate.” 
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He spoke hurriedly, watching the listener’s face-as if 
he dreaded a sign of disapproval. But Godfrey Banks 
was all courteous attention. 

“Of course I used models. There is one man who 
sits for me often—a very fine fellow. And I—but 
perhaps you will come upstairs ? ” ‘ 

“ Gladly.” 

Castledine intimated to his children that they were 
to remain below ; then he led the way to the upper storey, 
and into a back room—lighted from the north indeed, 
but with obstruction of trees, and through a small 
window. Fastened upon the wall opposite this window 
was a canvas of about eight feet by five, covered with 
figures in various stages of advancement, some little more 
than outlined. Impossible for the painter to get more than 
two good paces away from his picture. A deal table and two 
chairs were the only furniture, but every free bit of wall 
was covered with small canvases and drawings on paper. 

“Not much convenience, as I said,”’ remarked Castle- 
dine, with nervous glances, his whole frame breathing 
tremulous eagerness. ‘‘ But men have done serious things, 
you know, under worse difficulties. I hope before long to 
get a skylight ; that would be a vast improvement.” 

“Yes,” murmured the other, absently. 

He was regarding the great picture. One glance had 
sufficed to confirm his worst fears ; the thing had neither 
execution nor promise. It was simply an example of 
pretentious amateurism: no drawing, no composition, 
no colour, not even a hint of the imaginative faculty. 
In grouping the figures about Joseph (who watched the 
instantaneous budding of his pilgrim’s staff) Castledine 
seemed to have been influenced by a recollection of 
Raphael’s “ Feed my Sheep ” cartoon; the drapery, at 
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all events, was Raphaelesque. What remark could be 
made that would spare the painter’s feelings, and yet 
not be stultifying to the critic ? 

“Tt ought really to be seen from farther off,” panted 
Castledine, whose heart was already sinking as he read 
the countenance of his judge. 

“Yes. And wouldn’t it perhaps have been wiser 
to take a smaller canvas—under the circumstances ? 
You have set yourself a task of extreme difficulty.” 

“The difficulty inspires me,” said the other, but this 
time with feigned animation. He had fully expected an 
admiring utterance of some kind as soon as ever his com- 
panion’s eyes fell on the picture ; but the silence was not 
caused by awe, and could mean nothing but dissatisfaction. 

As Banks’ look strayed in embarrassment, it chanced 
to light upon the little table by the window. There 
lay a water-colour drawing, still fixed on the board but 
seemingly finished, the colour box open beside it. He 
moved a step nearer, for the drawing struck him as of 
interest. It was a bit of local landscape, a rendering 
of just such a delightful motive as had held his attention 
again and again, through the day. For quite two 
minutes he examined it gravely, Castledine, with an air 
of mortified abstraction, glancing from him to the canvas. 

“ And yet,” exclaimed the artist suddenly, turning round, 
“ you spoke slightingly of your endeavours in landscape oe 

Castledine seemed not to understand the remark ; 
his delicate cheek grew warm ; his eyes fell for a moment, 
then turned absently to the drawing. 

“ You think——” he began, stammeringly. 

“Can you show me anything else of this kind ?” 
Banks inquired, with a smile. 

It was no novelty in his experience that a man of marked 
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aptitude for one line of work should hold with obstinate 
blindness to another, in which he could do nothing 
effectual ; but here seemed to be a very curious instance of 
such perversity. Again he scrutinised the water-colour. 
And whilst he did so Castledine took from a portfolio that 
was leaning against the wall some half-dozen similar ‘draw- 
ings. In silence he handed these to the artist, who re- 
garded them one after another with unmistakable pleasure. 

“You think they’re worth something, Mr. Banks ? ” 

“They seem to me really very good,” replied the 
critic, as one who weighs his words. 

It was on his lips to add : “ Did you really do these ?” 
but Castledine’s silence seemed to make the question 
as needless as it would have been uncivil. 

“If I may venture to offer counsel,” he continued, 
“T should say, go in for this kind of thing with all your 
energy.” 

“You—you don’t care for my picture—I’m 
afraid “ 

“T feel that it would be very unjust to speak 
unfavourably of it. In so small a studio it’s simply 
impossible to face the demands of such work—hard 
enough under any conditions. But these water-colours 
—my dear sir, how can you have been so doubtful of 
their merit ? Have you never shown them to any one?” 

“* Never.” 

“Will you give me one of them in exchange for a 
thing of my own, which I would send you?” ‘ 

“With great pleasure ; choose which you like.” 

“Tt shall be this, then.” 

Castledine was so plainly chagrined by the slighting 
of his great work that the artist sought to console him 
with more effusive praise of the drawings than he would 
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otherwise have felt justified in offering. Imperfections 
were obvious enough to his practised eye. The things 
would not stand beside a David Cox or a Copley Fielding, 
but there was a promise of uncommon excellence. No 
ordinary amateur could by any degree of perseverance 
have obtained the happy effects which characterised 
this pencil. After all, Castledine’s artistic fervour 
meant something. He had gone shockingly astray, but 
it was not too late to hope that he would cultivate his 
true faculty with fine results. 

They conversed for half an hour, then Banks made 
known the necessity he was under of quitting Glaston- 
bury early that evening, and with much friendliness 
prepared to take his leave. Downstairs he was met by 
the children ; he tapped the girl’s glossy head with the 
rolled drawing and said to her father: 

“Tt was a happy chance that brought these little 
people to me up on the hill. No one had ever more 
appropriate guides to an artist’s house.” 

Castledine beamed with sincere pleasure. 

“They are healthy,” he said, catching up the child 
in his arms, “that’s a great thing.” 

So the visitor went his way, musing and wondering. 


II 


**What’s that in his hand?” asked the boy, as he 
stood watching at the door. “ Have you given him 
something, father ? ” 

“ Yes. A little drawing he wished to take. Come, 
we must get tea.” 

There was no servant in the cottage. A neighbour’s 
daughter came to do occasional rough work, but all else 
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was seen to by Mrs. Castledine. That lady had gone this 
morning to Wells, on no very agreeable errand; the 
circumstances of the family were straitened, and a pressing 
need for ready money obliged her to sell a gold watch 
which was lying by. Her husband seemed the natural 
person to do business of this kind, but his time ws too 
valuable. Mrs. Castledine had insisted on going herself, 
and she would not be back for another hour or two. 

With his children Castledine was usually a model 
father, full of joke and song and grotesque playfulness : 
tender as a woman, yet not foolishly indulgent. But the 
visit of the distinguished artist had a grievous effect 
upon him; whilst boiling the kettle and laying the tea 
things he grew silent and gloomy. His nerves were 
disordered ; he broke a cup, and fretted over the accident. 
Presently the little ones could not get from him a word 
or a smile. He drank some tea, bade the boy guard his 
sister, and went upstairs. 

To reappear again in a few minutes. He could not 
remain in one place. ‘The sight of his picture caused 
him acute misery, gradually changing to resentment, 
and when he came in sight of the water-colour by the 
window, he turned sharply away. 

A well-dressed lad of sixteen knocked at the front-door. 

“You weren’t able to come for my drawing-lesson, 
Mr. Castledine ?” he said, when the long-haired man 
presented himself. 

“Upon my word! I entirely forgot it!” was «the 
despondent reply. “ Someone just called at the time.” 

The excuse was invalid, for Castledine ought to have 
gone for the lesson half-an-hour before Banks’s arrival. 
But he had in truth forgotten all about his engagement. 
With a promise to come on the morrow, he dismissed 
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his pupil, and strayed about the house more dismally 
than ever. 

At length Mrs. Castledine returned. 

She was not ‘handsome, but had a face of far nobler 
stamp than her husband’s—a warm, animated face, 
with kind eyes and the lips of motherhood, infinitely 
patient. In entering she looked both tired and excited. 
The first thought was for her children ; she caught them 
both in her arms, kneeling down to them, and bathed 
her face in their curls. ‘Then— 

““Where’s father? Upstairs ? ” 

“Yes,” replied the boy ; “and he won’t play with us 
because he’s got a headache, and a landscape painter 
has been to see him—not a very famous painter— 
Godfrey Banks.” 

“What are you talking about, darling? Godfrey 
Banks has been here? Sit down quietly, and I’ll go and 
see father.” 

She hurried up the crazy little staircase, and threw 
open the door of the studio. 

“Horace! have you a headache, dear? What’s this 
that the children tell me? Has Godfrey Banks really 
been to see you?” 

ce Yes.”’ 

“ But what’s the matter? Did he pe? 

She checked herself, glancing uneasily at the great 
picture. 

“Well, you see, I don’t think he knows much about 
historical painting. I suspect he was put out by the 
originality of the thing, if the truth were told.” 

“Perhaps so,” murmured his wife, in a tone which 
betrayed anxiety, but no sceptical disposition regarding 
the work discussed. She asked for particulars of the 
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visit ; and when this was talked over, Castledine inquired 
what success she had had at Wells. At once her face 
changed to a sly good-humour; she opened her little 
handbag, searched in it mysteriously for a moment, 
then laid upon the table a sovereign. 

“You don’t mean to say that’s all?” cried ‘her 
husband. 

Smiling, she brought forth a second sovereign, a third, 
a fourth—and so on till she had displayed the sum of 
ten guineas. Finally, there appeared the gold watch 
which she held triumphantly aloft. Castledine was 
amazed, and demanded what it all meant. 

“Listen, and you shall hear. You remember our 
reading in the paper the other day about Mr. Merriman 
of Wells, and his fine collection of pictures ? ” 

Castledine nodded, gazing at her in painful suspense. 

“Thinking and thinking,” she continued, “of all 
sorts of ways of getting money, I made up my mind 
to try something which was perhaps hopeless, yet it 
seemed to me worthy trying. I resolved to go to this 
Mr. Merriman and show him two of my water-colours.” 

She broke off, alarmed by her husband’s look. 

“You think I did wrong, Horace ?” 

“No, no. Goon! What happened ?” 

““T went to his house, and he was very kind indeed— 
a most courtly gentleman. And I showed him the 
sketches—saying they were by a friend of mine. I didn’t 
dare to say I had done them myself, lest he should think 
them worthless before he had really looked at them.” 

Her modesty was exquisite; she spoke with perfect 
good faith and simplicity. 

“And what do you think? He liked them so much 
that he offered to give me five guineas for each, at once. 
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And he said he would take more, if my friend had any 
to dispose of !” 

“Then you told him they were yours?” asked 
Castledine in an uncertain voice. 

“No, not even then. I had a pleasure, then, in 
keeping the secret. He was discretion itself; didn’t 
ask a single troublesome question, not even my name. 
And I have been thinking all the way home how good it 
would be for you to know him! Don’t you think so? 
If we told him the truth about the water-colours, and 
then got him to look at your picture, mightn’t it be 
of great advantage to you?” 

Castledine smiled in a sickly way, murmuring assent. 

The children’s voices calling impatiently put an end 
to the talk. Castledine said that he would have a walk 
before dark, to see if he could get rid of his headache ; 
and having made himself rather more like a man of this 
world, he went forth. 

He was in sore perplexity and travail of spirit. What 
in the name of common sense had possessed him to tell 
that silent lie to Godfrey Banks? For the present, 
perchance, no harm would come of it; but sooner or 
later what he had done must almost certainly be 
discovered by his wife, if not by other people. 

For, in their serious need, how was it possible to 
neglect a promising source of income? Here were two 
men, both excellent judges, who declared the water- 
colours of value. Yet he had never suspected it. The 
fact was, his wife’s work had been growing better and 
better by gradual stages, the result of her great patience ; 
this progress he ignored, taking it for granted that she 
was still at the same point in art as at the time of their 
marriage, when she drew and coloured not much better 
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than the schoolgirl with a pretty taste in that kind of 
thing. She spoke too humbly of her attempts, and 
assented so cheerfully to all his views of what was worth 
doing in art. But for a strong vein of artistic fagulty 
in her composition, she must long ago have been dis- 
couraged and have given up even amusing herself with 
sketching from nature. Castledine was quite incom- 
petent to direct her, or to estimate what she did. 
Convinced that his own genius would display itself in 
grandsubjects on big canvases, he had got into the 
habit of slighting all work of modest aim and dimensions. 
Now and then, asked to look at some drawing which his 
wife had finished, he said: “ Pretty—very pretty” 

and she, who was the real artist, bowed her head to the 
dictum of the pretender, in whose future, by force of 
love, she firmly believed. 

Evil promptings came into his mind. He felt a 
preposterous jealousy. Yes, that was why he had 
allowed Banks to think him the artist of the water- 
colours ; he could not bear to become altogether insig- 
nificant, subordinate even to his wife. Had the great 
picture received a modicum of praise, he could have told 
the truth about the little drawings. But self-esteem 
held his tongue, and minute after minute went by—and 
the lie was irrevocable, or seemed so. 

He wandered some distance into the country, and 
did not return home till an hour after sunset. 

His wife was waiting anxiously. Long ago the children 
lay in bed. She was alone, and troubled because of the 
strange way in which her joyful news had been received. 
Being a woman of clear enough judgment in most things, 
she divined the astonishing truth that her husband was 
a little envious of the success that had come to her, 
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whilst he laboured year after year without a gleam of 
encouragement. How was such feeling compatible with the 
love she always recognised in him? But men were singular 
beings, especially those blest or cursed with genius. 

Castledine entered silently, fatigued and miserable. 
Wisely, his wife did not constrain him to talk. She set 
his accustomed supper of warm bread and milk before 
him, and waited patiently. When he had eaten, he 
allowed his hand to be taken and caressed; and of a 
sudden remorseful tenderness subdued him. 

“ Hilda, I have behaved like a blackguard 3 

““ Nonsense, dear!” 

“Oh, but wait! I’m going to tell you something 
disgraceful. I can’t look you in the face, but I must 
tell you.” 

He began to unburden his conscience. With red 
cheeks, burning ears, and eyes like those of a dog conscious 
of wrong-doing, he half explained how he had been led 
into deceit. Yet did not tell the whole truth; could 
not, though aware that what he concealed was the better 
part of his excuse. He found it impossible to avow 
that Banks had not a word of commendation for the 
big picture. Partly to relieve his confusion, and in 
part because she was really anxious, before discussing 
the other matter, to know the judgment of such a man 
as Banks on the work with which all their hopes were 
connected, Hilda asked : 

“ But what did he say that so discouraged you ?” 

“Oh, he didn’t discourage me,” replied her husband, 
with nervous impatience. “He talked about the 
difficulties I must be finding—in such a little studio, 
you know. I could see that he didn’t quite trust himself 
to speak decidedly about figure painting. He has never 


A Victim of Circumstances 20 


done anything but landscape, and so it was natural. 
He didn’t discourage me in the least !” 

“ Did he like the attitude of Joseph ? ” 

“Yes, he liked that. I saw he was impressed by 
that,” stammered Castledine; “and the grouping in 
general, and the scheme of colour. Don’t think for a 
moment, Hilda, that he discouraged me. But what a 
blackguard you must think me to go and——” 

She kept silence. 

“T shall write to Banks,” he continued, “and make 
a clean breast of it. I can’t help what he thinks. He 
shall know that I deceived him.” 

“But, Horace, you say you didn’t actually tell him 
that the drawings were your work Be 

“No. I only allowed him to suppose it.” 

“Then why need you do anything at all?” 

He glanced at her, and Hilda’s eyes fell, a slight colour 
mantling in her cheeks. 

In the first moment she had felt ashamed of what he 
had done, and very uneasy about the position in. which 
it placed them. The shame still troubled her, but she 
deemed it so impossible for Horace to go through the 
humiliation of confessing a lie—the consequence of which 
might even be a lasting detriment to him—that in a 
_ flash her mind had contrived how to cloak the deception 
by continuing it. What woman has the courage to bid 
her husband face a mortifying ordeal in the cause of 
truth, especially when the result of such ordeal’ will 
be to glorify herself at his expense? Of a sudden her 
countenance changed ; she laughed, and began to speak 
as if the matter were trifling. 

“Now, what a good thing that I didn’t tell Mr. 
Merriman! Let the drawings go without a name. 


21 A Victim of Circumstances 


No, no; better still! They shall be signed ‘H. 
Castledine ’ ; that’s my name, and yours as well ! ” 

Hope began to brighten the listener’s face, but for 
very decency he made a show of resistance. 

“T can’t allowit, Hilda! I’ve suffered too much already 
for cheating you of your praise. And think, we shall be 
only too glad to sell as many drawings as you can make, 
How is it possible to keep up such a deception for ever?” 

“For ever?” she laughed with mirthful mockery. 
“As if we should be long in difficulties! Why, you 
will have finished your picture in a few months, and then 
we shall have no more trouble. You don’t imagine 
that these little sketches are really important enough 
to be talked about? Let us sell as many as we can; 
they won’t please for very long, and in a year or two no 
one will remember them.” 

* But it’s a monstrous shame 

“Nonsense! Now go on steadily with your work, 
and let me draw away whilst the summer lasts. We'll 
send some of the sketches to London, and see if dealers 
will buy them. And, you know, Mr. Merriman has 
promised to take more of them. As if it mattered, 
Horace! Husband and wife are one, I hope!” 

And so, in spite of her conscience, Hilda settled the 
question. On the morrow, Castledine forced himself 
to resume painting with a semblance of confident zeal. 
The ten guineas would go a long way, and with their 
help he was soon able to believe that Godfrey Banks 
knew less than nothing about the higher walks of art. 

He prided himself upon the slowness with which he 
worked, “All great works of art,” he was wont to 
say, ‘“‘ take a long time.” It often happened that he sat 
through a whole morning merely gazing at his canvas ; 
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Leonardo, he reminded Hilda, had the same habit. 
This mental labour exhausted him, and, for a day or 
two after, he found it necessary to read novels, or wander 
with his children about the fields. Of late he had,been 
earning a little money as a teacher of drawing ; but this 
employment was degrading ; it always made him incapable 
of handling a brush for the next twenty-four hours. 
About a week after the visit of the landscape painter, 
there arrived the drawing promised in exchange for 
that he took away. Of course it was a delightful bit of 
work. Castledine remarked, “ Pretty—very pretty,” and 
paid no more attention; but Hilda kept it before her for 
days, studying and profiting by its masterly characteristics. 
The water-colours sent up to London were readily 
sold. With this resource before her, Hilda was relieved 
from any necessity of applying again to Mr. Merriman. 
Conducting business by correspondence, Horace could 
sign himself simpy “ H. Castledine,” and needed not 
to state that he was the artist. But one day towards the 
end of October a carriage stopped before the house, and 
Hilda, at the window, was alarmed by seeing the con- 
noisseur from Wells alight and approach. She rushed up- 
stairs to her husband, spoke a few words of agitated surprise, 
and ran down again to answer the knock at the door. 
Mr. Merriman was past middle age, lean, tall, grave 
of aspect. On seeing Hilda, he for an instant looked 
puzzled; it was plain that he remembered her. But 
without reference to their former meeting, he explained, 
in very pleasant tones, that he wished to see Mr. 
Castledine, of whom he had recently heard in a conver- 
sation with Mr. Godfrey Banks the painter. Leaving 
him in the parlour, Hilda again hurried upstairs. 
“You must come!” she whispered, trying her best 
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to look as if she enjoyed the joke. ‘ Mr. Banks has sent 
him here. He knew me again. You must say that I 
took the water-colours to sell without your knowledge.” 

“ But how can I ie 

“Of course you can, for it’s the truth. Say you 
had thought very little of them—were absorbed in your 
great picture, and that we were dreadfully short of money 
just then. Do, do be careful ! ” 

Mr. Merriman stayed for more than an hour. Less 
conscious than Banks, he did not allow himself to be 
struck dumb by the sight of “ Joseph of Arimathza,” 
but found something to say which, though it meant 
little enough, was balm to Castledine’s feelings. Natur- 
ally, however, he kept conversation as much as possible 
to the subject of water-colours. Horace had little 
difficulty in following his wife’s instructions ; when he 
told the story of Hilda’s visit to Wells, the connoisseur 
showed himself relieved from an embarrassment. 

“JT had made up my mind,” he said, “ that the lady 
was herself the artist, though it was difficult to account 
for her not being willing to admit it. When Banks 
happened to bring out the drawing you gave him, I 
recognised the workmanship at once, but something of 
the mystery still remained. I’m not sure,” he added, 
laughing, “ that I didn’t begin to think of larceny.” 

Horace joined in the laugh with great heartiness, 
and thereupon Mrs. Castledine was summoned up to the 
studio. Mr. Merriman repeated his laudation of the 
water-colours, and appeared so taken up with them that 
only at the moment of leaving was he obliged to invent 
a few more phrases for Joseph and the Holy Thorn. To 
these words Hilda listened eagerly, and they sufficed to 
inspirit her, When the visitor was gone, she talked 
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exultantly about the painting, and, with her husband’s 
help, avoided a syllable of reference to the imposture 
which had again been successfully practised. 


III j 

In one sense Hilda Castledine did not underestimate her 
work ; for the last year she had been conscious of great 
improvements, and at times it disappointed her that 
Horace seemed not to recognise this advance. She 
had explained his indifference by humbly admitting to 
herself that after all she remained an amateur—the kind 
of person especially distasteful to artists of strong in- 
dividuality. But this excuse was no longer valid; her 
work had a market value, and that owing to no sensational 
qualities, to no passing fancy of the public, but in virtue 
of simple merits which make their claim felt wherever 
men are capable of recognising true art. When it was 
necessary to speak of the matter with her husband, she 
still used a slighting tone; but her eyes were opened, 
and she saw, among other things, that Horace had either 
been insincere with her or was lacking in judgment. 
This consciousness became a fixed trouble, and blended 
with the self-reproach due to the falsehood she had 
undertaken to support. 

That perfect harmony which had reigned in the little 
household was gravely disturbed. Castledine could no 
longer work; when he shut himself into the studio it 
was only because he grew ashamed of open idling. He 
knew that Mr. Merriman’s encouragement meant 
nothing ; Banks’s silent criticism sank deeper and deeper 
into his mind. A process of disillusion was hastened by 
the moral imbroglio into which he had slipped. In 
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spite of conceit, he was anything but a man of lax prin- 
ciples ; prior to that hapless day of Banks’s visit he had 
never been guilty of grave untruth. But, as generally 
happens, harassment of material cares had weakened 
his character and prepared him for yielding to temptation. 
Already he had begun to regard his picture with secret 
uneasiness, to weary of the great task; left to himself 
he would probably have abandoned Joseph of Arimathea 
and, in face of financial trials, either have seriously 
taken up the profession of drawing master, or have 
returned to his old business.) Now he could neither 
renounce his labour nor pursue it. A sense of shame 
constantly haunted him—shame at being supported by 
his wife, shame at taking the credit due to her, shame 
at his own futility. Even the hours spent with his 
children were spoilt ; he no longer had that pure joy in 
their affection which used to be the best element of his life. 

It was significant that Hilda had ceased to sit with him 
in the studio. When working at home, she retired to her 
bedroom—not venturing to use the parlour lest her occu- 
pation should be observed. Even from the children she 
began to conceal, as far as possible, her artistic pursuits ; 
they might speak to strangers, and, worse still, they might 
in future years conceive suspicions affecting their father’s 
honesty. Every day she said to herself that the life of 
falsehood to which she was committed must not last long. 

That she was living thus resulted from her own lack 
of firmness; it was she who had withheld Horace from 
an avowal of his fault. She admitted it, lamented it, 
and understood the disastrous results for which she was 
responsible. At the same time she blamed Horace— 
even though her heart loathed and utterly rejected the 
idea of doing so. 
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Her faith in him had suffered a blow from which it 
would not recover. This, too, she did her best to deny ; 
but no effort enabled her to talk with him of his work as 
formerly. She saw that on his side there existed a ‘cor- 
responding unwillingness; this relieved her from a 
painful endeavour, but otherwise only intensified the 
moral disease she had contracted. 

One natural result of her artistic success was the 
development of an ambition which hitherto had taken 
only the lowliest forms. Formerly she cared for no 
approval but her husband’s, and when even this was 
denied she could recompense herself with the happiness 
of home. Now it cost her a continual struggle to repress 
the impulses which signified that she was something 
more than wife and mother. Her gifts had ripened ; 
a long, patient apprenticeship was over, and but for 
unfriendly circumstances she would have hastened to 
enlarge her experience amid nobler scenes. The simple 
lowland landscape no longer satisfied her. Of this, 
however, she must not speak, must not even think. 
Had she not doomed her art to eventual sterility ? 
Impossible to continue for a lifetime secretly producing 
work which admirers and purchasers would attribute 
to Horace. Even if her nature were equal to the strain, 
it was obvious that discovery and disgrace must sooner 
or later befall the perpetrators of so singular a fraud. 

In seeking to defend Horace from the results of puerile 
falsehood, she had sacrificed a future rich in the happiest 
possibilities for herself, her husband and her children. 

Mr. Merriman invited them to spend a day with him 
at Wells, that they might see his pictures. ‘The children 
would accompany them, All arrangements were made, 
and a fine morning summoned them to set forth early ; 
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but at the last moment Hilda declared that she did not 
feel well enough to go. 

For several days she had been troubled with a cold 
caught in damp fields ; it seemed better, but a sleepless 
night had dispirited her, and she could not endure the 
thought of practising deceit in return for their friend’s 
kindness. . 

“‘ My head is too bad,” she professed, when Horace 
went to speak with her in private. 

“That’s a pretence,” was his impatient answer. 
** Why couldn’t you say before that you had rather not 
go ? 99 

** You will be far more at ease without me, Horace.” 

He turned away, with difficulty refraining from an 
outburst of anger. It was very rarely indeed that they 
spoke to each other in any voice but that of affection ; 
at present, both felt irritable, and desired to be apart. 
Horace moved towards the door, but perverse feeling 
got the upper hand with him. 

“ Tf this is how you are going to behave,” he exclaimed 
suddenly, “‘ why did you prevent me from having done 
with lies when I wished to?” 

They could not face each other. Hilda trembled from 
head to foot, and her tongue retorted in spite of her will: 

“Why did you make it necessary for me to save you 
from shame ? ” 

He hastened out of the room and out of the house. 
Hearing the front door close, Hilda all but sprang forward 
to recall him. The children, running in with anxious 
questions, helped her to resist the impulse. 

“ Mother isn’t well enough to go, my darlings,” she 
said, taking them in her arms. “ Father must go alone, 
and you shall stay to keep me company.” 
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She shed a few tears, but presently commanded her- 
self, and turned to the common duties of the house. 
Evidently Horace had gone. There was a fear in her 
mind lest he should resolve on some act of expiatidén— 
such as confessing his fault to Mr. Merriman: but it 
seemed unlikely ; he had not enough force of character. 
The depreciatory thought afflicted her ; she spent a day 
of struggle with her emotions, and determined that this 
first scene of discord should also be the last. Rather 
than the peace of their home should be marred, she 
would support every trial. On his return, Horace 
should find her with the old face of tender welcome. 
It was she who had done the worse wrong; she must 
atone for it by self-denial, by cheerful devotion, and 
hope that some escape from the consequences of their 
weakness might soon be discoverable. 

Castledine was back again at four in the afternoon. 
He came in anxious and shamefaced, not ill-tempered. 
The reception that awaited him, though not unlooked 
for, brought tears to his eyes. 

“A letter has come for you,” said Hilda, when they 
had exchanged words of forgiveness. 

“* Who’s this from, I wonder ? ” 

It proved to be an offer of the post of drawing-master 
at a boarding-school in the neighbourhood. This was 
no surprise, for the father of Horace’s pupil had already 
suggested the possibility of his filling a position left 
vacant at the summer holidays. ‘The demand upon his 
time would be only two hours a week, and the payment of 
corresponding slightness. 

“T shall take it,” he announced with an air of resigna- 
tion. “Curious that this should come to-day; I have 
a promise of two other private pupils. On the way 
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home I met Mr. Brownson, and he recommended me to 
call on a friend of his who had two little girls to be 
taught drawing. I shall take that too.” 

And with a sigh he stared at the ceiling. 

The Mr. Brownson in question was their only acquaint- 
ance at Glastonbury. They had known him for a 
month or two. People of education who choose (or 
are compelled) to live in a peasant’s cottage, will never 
have any difficulty in avoiding intercourse with the 
better class folk of their neighbourhood ; an anomalous 
position is a safeguard against the attentions of country 
society. But for this isolation, Hilda could hardly 
have entertained the thought of passing off her own 
drawings as her husband’s. It looked now as if their 
connections were likely to extend; and herefrom might 
result new anxieties. 

“I have something else to tell you,” said Castledine, 
presently, in a tone that suggested grave deliberation. 
“For the present—just for the present only—I think 
I shall put the ‘ Joseph’ aside.” 

Hilda listened breathlessly ; she could find nothing to 
say, and after a short silence her husband proceeded— 

“ The fact of the matter is, I have attempted something 
—not beyond my strength, but impossible in my situa- 
tion. ‘There’s no finishing a picture of that size in such 
a studio. Merriman thinks I have done wonders—all 
things considered. But miracles are not in my power. 
I must wait till we have a larger house.” 

“J am sure that is wise,” Hilda murmured, consol- 
ingly. 

“Tf you really think so, that settles it. For the 
present, ‘ Joseph’ must stand aside. I shall get a small 
canvas, and begin at the ‘ King Alfred.’ Won’t that be 
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better ? I mentioned the thing to Merriman, and he 
seemed to be much interested. But I tell you what, 
Hilda: it’s not only a larger studio that I need; I’m 
afraid I’m rusting in this out-of-the-world place.” * 

“ Yes—I too have had that fear,” she assented with 
much readiness. “I am sure it would be better for you 
to be in a town—if we could only manage it ! ” 

“We must plan it somehow. Yes, I am decidedly 
rusting ; that’s the explanation of the dull, tired feeling 
I have had for a long time. The fact of the matter is, 
if I can’t live by my painting, I must be content to give 
up apart of each day to lessons. It’s a wretched necessity, 
but then it’s better than having to give up art altogether, 
—isn’t it? If I had to do that, it would be all over 
with me, you know.” 

Helooked at her very gravely, a pathetic wrinkle on 
his brow. 

Hilda made up her mind that the project of leaving 
Glastonbury should be carried out, and before very long. 
But for what had befallen, the lanes and fields and water- 
courses in their autumnal colouring would have afforded 
her calm delight, and have supplied infinite material for 
her pencil. But that was all over ; she feared the thoughts 
that were suggested by every favourite nook or view. 
The renunciation on which she had resolved, if possible at 
all, would only be so amid strange surroundings—all the 
better if remote from natural beauty. In a town she 
might perhaps forget the misery of frustrated impulses. 

Horace procured the small canvas, and transferred 
to it the outlines of a drawing which he had prepared 
and laid aside more than a year ago. But he got no 
further than this. Distaste for the subject speedily 
assailed him ; he mooned about his little room or slipped 
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away in truancy, or else declared that the skies were too 
gloomy for painting, and amused himself with his children. 
Hilda had entirely ceased her water-colour work, 
and no remark on the subject ever passed between them. 
Meanwhile, she was corresponding with a married sister 
who lived in the north, trying to discover if Horace 
could hope for employment as a teacher in that town. 
The undertaking seemed feasible. She succeeded, 
moreover, in borrowing a sum of money to meet the 
expenses of removal and settlement. Thereupon it 
was decided that they should quit Glastonbury at 
Christmas. 

Castledine brightened wonderfully at the prospect of 
change. He began to talk as in the old days, of great 
achievements that lay before him. Again he assured 
his little boy and girl that some day their father’s name 
would be rumoured to the ends of the earth—“ Like 
those of Michael Angelo and Raphael.” He resumed 
the satin dressing-gown, of late discarded, and began 
to make what he called anatomical studies, in charcoal, 
on huge sheets of paper. The packing of his “ Joseph 
of Armiathza ” occupied him for many days ; so precious 
a canvas must not be exposed to risk in the removal. 

And as for his wife, she seemed to have recovered 
the sweet and placid patience which was always her 
characteristic. No one divined what lay beneath her 
tender smile, with its touch of sadness—least of all 
Horace himself. No one knew of the long sleepless 
nights when she wept silently over a glorious hope that 
had come only to vanish. She had her moments of 
rebellion, but subdued herself by remembering that her 
own weakness was to blame for these sorrows. An artist 
no longer, however her artistic soul might revolt, the 
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duties of wife and mother must suffice for all her energies, 
and supply all her happiness. 

Then she packed away her colours and sketch- books— 
it was once for all. She never drew again and never 
again looked at the accumulated work which was her 
preparation for a futile success. 


IV 


In the bar parlour of one of those comfortable little 
inns (not hotels, and still less gin-shops) which are yet 
discoverable if you seek far enough from London, des- 
troyer of all simple ease, three men were sitting. It 
was New Year’s Eve. At this hour, past ten o’clock, 
the streets of the market town had fallen into stillness ; 
the house itself was very quiet, only an occasional laugh, 
or a voice raised in seasonable greeting, came from the 
bar. For more than five minutes the three men had 
kept silence. T'wo sat by the fire, with long clay pipes 
in hand, and glasses reachable on the mantelpiece ; 
they were middle-aged, and by their dress seemed to 
be well-doing tradesmen. ‘The third leaned back in a 
corner, his arms crossed, his head bent; he too wore 
broadcloth, but it had seen more than fair service. 
His plain and not very intelligent face declared an 
uneasy mind, and thin straggling hair of unnsual 
length heightened the woe-begone effect of his general 
appearance. 

One of his companions turned to look at him, and 
said in a friendly voice: 

“ Rather quiet to-night, Mr. Castledine ? ” 

He nodded and sighed, but made no other answer. 
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“Let’s hope that 1890 will treat us better than 1889 
has done,” continued the other, cheeringly. ‘ Won’t 
do, you know, to begin the New Year in low spirits. 
Never meet trouble half-way.” 

Castledine let his arms fall, looked into his empty 
glass, and said in a husky voice: 

“ [ve had a shock to-day.” 

“ Sorry to hear that. How was it ? ” 

The third man had turned his head in curiosity. 
For a moment Castledine glanced from one to the other, 
seeming to hesitate; then he changed his position, 
stroked his stubbly chin, coughed, and began to speak 
with an air of impressiveness. 

“1 went to call upon Sir William Barnard.” 

A pause invited the hearers to look surprised or respectful. 

“T have no personal acquaintance with him, but I 
had my reasons for thinking that he might be disposed 
to recommend me a pupil or two. It isn’t my habit, 
you know, to trouble people with this kind of applica- 
tion, but just at present I have to stir myself. Things 
are dull in my profession.” 

“ Like in every other,” remarked the man hitherto 
silent. 

“T fear so. Well, Sir William was at home, and he 
received me without a minute’s delay. I explained to 
him who I was and what I wanted. He looked at me 
with a good deal of interest and said, ‘ Mr. Castledine, your 
name is familiar to me. Are you a landscape-painter ?’ 
I answered that in days gone by I had done a little 
work of that kind, and he looked still more interested. 
‘I see from your card,’ he said, ‘ that your first initial is 
H. Now I have two little water-colours, bits of Somer- 
set landscape, which I prize very highly, and they are 
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both signed H. Castledine. Are they your work, I 
wonder?’ ‘Yes, Sir William,’ I answered, ‘I have 
no doubt they are.? At that he was really delighted, 
and asked me at once to come into Lady Barhard’s 
boudoir and look at the drawings. And there they hung, 
my work of just twenty years ago!” 

His voice sank mournfully. He shook his head, sighed, 
and watched the faces of the listeners, who knew not 
what to say. 

“Tm a victim of circumstances,” he continued in 
a moment, “if ever man was. It puzzles you, no doubt, 
that I should once have done great things, and yet at 
my age, only fifty, be nothing but an obscure drawing 
master. You don’t understand the artist’s nature. 
You can’t imagine how completely an artist is at the 
mercy of circumstances.” 

Assuredly the worthy men had but slight understanding 
of these things. ‘They exchanged a glance, muttered 
“ Ah!” and still listened. 

“J told my story to Sir William, and he was deeply 
moved—deeply moved. He said he would exert himself 
to be of use to me.” 

“Well, that means a good deal, I should think,”’ said 
one of the hearers. “It ought to have cheered you up.” 

“Perhaps so; but you don’t know what it meant to 
be reminded of power and reputation that are gone for 
ever. When I did those two little water-colours, _ any 
one would have said that I had a brighter future than 
most artists then living. Landscape wasn’t really my 
strong point. I was an Historical painter. I lived at 
Glastonbury, in Somerset ; an out-of-the-way place, if 
you like; but even there I was sought out by great 
artists. The late Godfrey Banks—you have heard of 
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_ him, I hope ?—one of the greatest men in the English 
school, called upon me one day, just to see a picture I 
was engaged upon. He was astonished at finding me 
in a little cottage, with nothing but a tiny back bedroom 
for a studio. ‘ How’s this, Mr. Castledine ?’ he said ; 
“how can you work under such conditions as these ?’ 
“You may well ask, Mr. Banks,’ I replied. ‘ Circum- 
stances, circumstances. Can’t afford anything better 
at present.? He was shocked and angry. You must 
understand that an artist’s reputation doesn’t always 
mean money. My little water-colours sold for just 
enough to keep me and my family alive; but my great 
work had to be done very slowly—very slowly. Banks 
was delighted with what I showed him—a great picture, 
filling all one side of the room; but it almost brought 
tears to his eyes to think I should be labouring against 
such terrible odds.” 

““ Didn’t he help you ? ” was asked. 

“‘Help me, my dear sir? How could he? An artist 
cannot go round with a hat soliciting alms. He could 
only hope that my great picture might soon be finished, 
and sold for a satisfactory price. But it was never to 
be finished ! ” 

“ Why not?” 

“It’s very difficult to explain an artist’s obstacles. 
But, from the first, circumstances were against me. 
I married at two-and-twenty—a rash, indeed a fatal, 
step. I encumbered myself with a wife and family 
(though the best wife and the sweetest children that man 
ever had) at an age when I ought, above everything, 
to have been independent—free to travel, to study. 
Already I had overtaxed my health in working at art 
when circumstances compelled me to earn a living in 
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other ways. And whilst at Glastonbury my strength 
and spirits were so completely shattered that—well, 
well, I don’t like to speak of it. Would you believe 
that my poor wife had to go and sell her watch to provide 
us with food? That,” he added, quickly, “ was, before 
I had found out that my water-colours would sell. I 
thought so little of them. And now two of them are 
hanging in Lady Barnard’s boudoir, together with a 
Millet and a Turner and other masterpieces! Yes, a 
victim of circumstances, if ever man was!” 

His companions kept a sympathetic silence. 

“We left Glastonbury; but ill-luck followed us. - I 
had to toil as a drawing master, and before long my 
artistic faculty deserted fie crisehed out by hard 
circumstances. Four years later my wife died—of a 
fever she caught in dirty lodgings at the seaside. The 
noblest wife that ever man had!” A tear ran down 
his cheek. “I was left with the two children—a boy 
and a girl. My son would have been a great painter. 
At twelve years old he had done astonishing things. 
But he died at fourteen, after a dreadful illness—poor, 
dear little lad! And my poor, dear little girl married 
a blackguard—a blackguard, who took her off to the 
colonies, and makes her life so miserable that I dread 
to have a letter from her, though she does her best to 
put a good face on things, poor child! All of us, victims 
of circumstances.” 

He stood up, turned aside to blow his nose and. wipe 
his cheeks, and began to move towards the door. Before 
going forth, he faced his companions again, and said 
hoarsely : 

“ Gentlemen, I wish you a Happy New Year!” 
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HE and there in the more populous London 

suburbs you will find small houses built with a 
view to the accommodation of two families beneath 
the same roof. Considering the class of people for 
whom this advantage was contrived, the originator of 
the idea showed a singular faith in human nature. It 
does, however, occasionally happen that two distinct 
households prove themselves capable of living in such 
proximity for a certain time without overt breach of the 
peace—nay, with a measure of satisfaction on both sides. 
This was the case with the Rippingilles and the Budges. 
Rippingille, salesman at a large boot warehouse, and 
Budge, a coal-merchant’s clerk, were young men of 
sober disposition, not incapable of modest mirth, content 
with their lot in life, and rarely looking more than a 
month or two ahead. Their wives did not lack corres- 
pondent virtues. Granted the female privilege of 
believing (and telling each other) that they might have 
married much more brilliantly if they had waited longer, 
and the necessary relaxation of abusing their husbands 
when a dinner was ill-cooked or babes gave trouble, 
Mrs. Budge and Mrs. Rippingille discharged their 
domestic duties as well as could be reasonably expected. 
They talked in a high key, laughed in a scream, and bade 
defiance to care with a very praiseworthy resolution. 
The Rippingilles had three young children, the Budges 
had two. It was not always possible for the two families 
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to take their annual holiday at the same time ; this year 
circumstances were favourable, and the parents planned 
a joint expedition to the seaside. Long and warmly did 
they discuss the attractions of half-a-dozen popular 
resorts ; the final vote was for Brighton. They would 
leave home on Saturday afternoon; spend Sunday, 
Monday (the August Bank Holiday) and Tuesday by 
the seashore, and on Wednesday return. Thursday 
morning must see the bread-winners back at their 
respective places of business. 

Mrs. Budge and Mrs. Rippingille had a clear fortnight 
in which to make their preparations and to talk 
inexhaustibly about the glories of Brighton. Both had 
been to Brighton before, but neither of late years. 
They lived in a crescendo of joyous excitement ; from 
room to room they interchanged high-pitched remarks, 
jests, ejaculations. 

** Louie !—this time next week—eh ! ” 

“Jist be at London Bridge, shan’t we? Oh my! 
Say, Annie iY 

One was in a top bedroom, the other in the wash-house, 
and at this moment the shrieks of two infants made 
them inaudible to each other; but they continued to 
vociferate with shrill merriment. . 

“Now look ’ere,” observed Rippingille, gravely, 
one night when the children were all in bed, and the 
elders had assembled, as was their habit, for a common 
supper. “About the apartments.” It would never 
have occurred to Rippingille to say “rooms” or 
“lodgings.” His stress on “apartments” held the 
listeners silent whilst he reflected. “We mean ’aving 
comfort, understand, and we’ve got to pay for it. But 
we’re not going to be ’ad.” 
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No, no; certainly not. All were determined not to 
be imposed upon. The ladies vied in screeching their 
reasonable demands. ‘Two double-bedded rooms and 
a comfortable parlour; the cost not to exceed thirty 
shillings. 

“And mind you,” Budge succeeded at length in 
remarking, with impressive severity, “no hextras. Not 
a single bloomin’ hextra! I know what that means, 
if they begin the game. Why, Tom Leggatt and me, 
we was once together down at Ramsgate 2 

He was not allowed to finish the reminiscence; a 
chorus of awful experiences clamoured him down, In 
a quarter of an hour’s time, when the others had paused 
breathless, Budge repeated, as though it were a novel 
remark : 

‘Mind you, not a single bloomin’ hextra !” 

Thereupon renewal of shrieks, and for another fifteen 
minutes all was vociferous confusion. 

The purchase of a new jacket by Mrs. Budge, whereas 
Mrs. Rippingille could not afford that luxury, caused a 
slight heartburning between the two ; but they outlived 
it. All the children had some new garment, showy, 
inexpensive, purchased without any regard to durability 
or the wearer’s comfort. Rippingille bought a straw 
hat, a yellow waistcoat, and a pair of sand shoes ; his 
friend purchased a guinea suit of tweeds, and a blue 
necktie, relying upon an old cricket cap for the completion 
of his seaside costume. On the Friday night all, children 
included, donned their holiday attire, and ran about 
the house inviting each other’s compliments. 

Not without much discussion was it decided how 
they and their luggage should be transported to London 
Bridge station ; time had to be considered, as well as 
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money, and there seemed to be no avoiding the expense 
of a cab. Solemnly the precise fare was calculated. 
Convinced against their will that the outlay would be 
smaller by sixpence or so than if any other course were 
adopted, the ladies none the less resented this tax‘upon 
the holiday fund; notwithstanding high spirits, they 
looked sourly at the cabman. Rippingille, with the 
two eldest children—for the cab could not be made to 
hold all—went by omnibus. 

Brighton was reached about five o’clock. Mrs. 
Budge’s baby, probably objecting to a bottle of half- 
churned milk, screamed vigorously most of the way, 
and by Mrs. Rippingille was secretly voted a nuisance ; 
but in all other respects the journey proved enjoyable. 
For the third-class carriage had its complement of 
passengers, all going to Brighton for a holiday, all noisily 
talkative and joyously perspiring. Much solid food and 
a liberal supply of liquid refreshment were consumed 
en route. ‘Thus fortified, the happy band could postpone 
thoughts of a meal until they had discovered the suitable 
lodging, on which quest they set forth at once from the 
station. ‘The sun shone gloriously ; the street pavements 
were hot and dry ; if necessary, two or three hours could 
be devoted to inspection of apartments. 

At house after house they tried, not, of course, with 
a view of the sea or anywhere near it; the highways 
and byways along which they trudged might well have 
been part of some London suburb, save, perhaps, 
for an unusual freshness in the air. The wonted 
noises, the familiar accents, everywhere protected these 
Londoners against the unpleasant feeling of strangeness. 
Numbers of people strayed hither and thither on the 
same errand as themselves ; every snatch of talk that fell 
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upon their ears was concerned with rent of “ apart- 
ments.” And, indeed, their undertaking promised to 
be not a little wearisome ; rents were mostly, from their 
point of view, exorbitant, or, if reasonable, covered but 
mean accommodation. At first, the whole party invaded 
each house. Presently, Mrs. Budge, overtired with the 
burden of her infant, had to lag behind a little; and 
with her two little girls, who had begun to cry, Mrs. 
Rippingille grew cross, but could still enjoy a scornful 
laugh in the face of extortionate landladies. The men 
supported each other in boisterous good humour. 

“ All right, Annie,” shouted Budge to his pallid wife. 
“We've got the night before us, and miles of apartments 
to choose from.” 

“ Cheer up, old girl,” Rippingille called out to his own 
spouse. “We won’t be bested. Like a shrimp tea 
before we go on again ? ” 

But the children (the eldest only six years old) could 
hardly drag their little limbs along ; wails arose, and the 
mothers, nervously unstrung, had to threaten a slap, or 
even a “ hiding.” 

“JT say, Tom,” remarked Budge to his male 
companion quietly, “we shall have to take the first 
where there’s room enough. I’m about done up.” 

Rippingille nodded, and with an air of cheery resolve 
they made for the next house which showed a card in 
the window. 

Here, by good luck, three rooms were vacant, but 
one only was double-bedded. The landlady, however, 
professed her willingness to put in a sofa each night, 
and provide it with bedclothes. 

“Well,” said Budge to his wife, “ I could sleep on the 
sofa, and you and the children in the bed.” 
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“Of course you could,” exclaimed Mrs. Rippingille, 
eager to get housed, and fairly content with the chamber 
which was designed for her and her family. “ I’ve often 
slep’ on a sofa myself, and slep’ sound, too.” 

At this there was a general roar of laughter, with no 
special meaning. The terms were now inquired,. and 
on this point followed a vigorous contest. For the room, 
until noon on Tuesday, the landlady asked thirty shillings 
—and extras. 

“Now see here, Mrs. What’s-yer-name,” cried 
Rippingille, in what he meant for a perfectly civil tone, 
“we don’t pay no hextras. It’s got to be hinclusive— 
understand ? Kitchen fire, candles, boots, and every 
blessed thing. We'll pay you thirty bob and not grumble, 
if you give us no cause. But no extras—see ? ” 

All talked, or rather shouted, at once; there was a 
deafening uproar. The wives, tired out as they were, 
thoroughly enjoyed this combat of tongues, and the 
landlady, after a brave struggle against overwhelming 
odds, yielded with a good grace. She had never taken 
so little before; but as she could see that the babies, 
bless em, were crying to go to bed—well, she wouldn’t 
hold out. But half the sum must be paid in advance ; 
that she made a rule. 

Budge went back to the railway station to fetch a 
tin box, in which both families had packed their indis- 
pensable belongings. Rippingille set forth to purchase 
the groceries and other articles of food. The ladies, 
until their luggage arrived, closely examined each of the 
rooms, and tried to keep the children quiet. Relieved 
from weary prolongation of their walk, and gratified by a 
conquest of the landlady, they were in the mood for 
finding everything admirable. Impossible, they agreed, 
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to have done better. The place was clean; the beds 
looked comfortable; they were not more than twenty 
minutes’ walk from the beach. 

“T don’t know what you think, Annie, but I call 
this first-rate. Did you see the picture of the Queen 
and all her fam’ly in my bedroom ? ” 

“ And look at those lovely hartificial flowers! Why, 
you feel you want to be smelling at em. I don’t know 
what you think, but I’m a-goin’ to enjoy myself!” 

The first disappointment was the unpunctuality of 
supper, which, ordered for nine o’clock, was served at 
a quarter to ten. The children being in bed, their 
parents at length sat down to the meal with keen appetite, 
and soon recovered good humour. Budge had brought 
in with him a bottle of Irish whisky, Rippingille a bottle 
of rum; these stood unopened upon the sideboard, an 
exhilarating promise for half an hour before bed-time. 
It gave the ladies some concern to discover that the 
cupboard in which they would keep their grocery had 
no lock; at table they discussed this matter from every 
point of view, and came to the decision that a very 
careful watch must be kept upon the various parcels. 
Mrs. Budge hit upon an ingenious device; when sugar 
coffee, tea, and the rest had been opened, she should 
mark, with a pencil, the exact postion of each packet upon 
the shelf, so as to ensure immediate detection of any 
tampering with the goods. Mrs. Rippingille suggested 
that all edibles should be kept under lock and key in the 
bedroom ; but, besides the inconvenience of this method, 
there was a certain delight attaching to the anticipation 
of sternly convicting their landlady, in case of fraud. 

At half-past ten they sallied forth to taste the sea air. 
In a street hard by, in front of a busy public-house, they 
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were arrested by a crowd gathered around negro melodists, 
and here they feasted their souls with music until the 
hat began to circulate, which sped them onwards. 
Arrived at the sea front, they found abundant life of 
the kind most pleasing to them: a thronged highiway, 
resounding with virile shout and feminine squeal, with 
refrains of the music-hall, and every such noise as 
inspirits the children of a great capital. In spite of the 
fatigue which made their limbs ache, the happy wives 
and mothers leapt about like girls, screamed mirthfully at 
each other, thumped their husbands’ backs, and declared 
a thousand times that this was the height of human 
bliss. On their return the spirit bottles were exultantly 
opened, and each one drank a stiff, sweet, steaming 
tumbler. Ordinarily very temperate people in the 
matter of strong beverage, they felt it incumbent upon 
them to indulge a little at the seaside. Rippingille 
pretended to be overcome and staggered about the floor 
with low comedy monologue. ‘This brought the evening 
to a splendidly hilarious close, and they paired off for 
rest with laughter which made the house ring. 

They awoke to Sunday. Not only this, but the 
weather had suffered an unfortunate change; the sky 
was gloomy and threatened rain. Breakfast, ordered 
for nine, could not be obtained until nearly an hour 
later. The children were troublesome and very noisy ; 
the ladies had a bad headache, and began to complain 
loudly of various discomforts. 'To complete the cheer- 
lessness of the morning, rain actually began to fall just 
as breakfast was finished. 

“T tell you what it is,” exclaimed Rippingille, voicing 
the general sentiment, “‘ we’re going to be better waited 
on than this, and the landlady’s got to understand that.” 
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He spoke while the servant was in the room. “I don’t 
call that fish properly fried—what do you say?” 

Budge was the person appealed to, and he assented 
vigorously, adding that, if dinner wasn’t brought up at 
the right time, he would know the reason why. 

“We've got eighteen people in the ’ouse to cook for,” 
remarked the servant impartially and casually. 

All answered together that this had nothing to do 
with them, that they hadn’t come here to waste time, 
and that they weren’t the sort to pay money for what 
they didn’t get. It was added that the bedrooms 
swarmed with fleas, and that the bedclothes were in- 
sufficient, with many another pointed complaint. But 
the servant merely smiled, and went her way. 

With the aid of umbrellas, the whole party reached 
the parade, and found seats in a shelter. Budge and 
Rippingille, to ward off low spirits, engaged in horse- 
play, and were so far successful that at dinner-time all 
went back through the rain with resolute display of mirth. 
But the day was unpropitious. Mrs. Budge, on scrutinising 
the cupboard, protested that the bag of loaf sugar had 
been interfered with ; there followed an unpleasant scene 
with the servant ; the landlady herself could not be assailed, 
for she declined to come upstairs. Rain, squabbling, 
chastisement of children, and occasional words between 
the two ladies brought Sunday to its close. Happily, there 
remained the half-hour devoted to steaming tumblers, and 
this paid for all. Budge sang a song about waiting till the 
clouds roll by, and hearty voices joined him in the chorus. 
No one could honestly say that the day seemed lost. 

On Monday morning the landlady began reprisals. 
Meeting Mrs. Rippingille on the stairs, she complained 
of the noise that the five children made. A lady below 
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(the word was meaningly emphasised) had been unable 
to sleep since seven o’clock this morning, owing to the 
tumult. “Tell the lydy,” answered Mrs. Rippingille 
tartly, “she’d better git up earlier; it’s good for her 
’ealth.”” And this retort kept the holiday makers in 
exuberant spirits till dinner-time. For the first time 
they got down on to the beach; they rolled about, and 
pelted each other ; spades and buckets were bought for 
the elder children. They talked about bathing, but, on 
the whole, it seemed better to save their money for more 
certain delights. ‘“ Paddling” could be enjoyed free 
of expense ; and remarkable figures did the two young 
women present as they ran hither and thither on the 
edge of the tide—their petticoats pinned up outside 
their dresses. Budge and Rippingille, reclining pipe in 
mouth, watched with a genial grin. 

Dinner, obtained only after repeated and furious 
ringing at the bell, came up infamously cooked; the 
huge slab of steak was tough as leather, and swam in 
water of a yellowish hue. Mrs. Rippingille, who had 
visited the butcher’s this morning, declared that a good 
half pound had been feloniously cut off below stairs. © 
Messages of savage insult were sent to the landlady, but 
satisfaction ended here. It was some relief, however ; 
and, after all, the cooking could not be very much worse 
than that to which our friends were accustomed at home. 

In the afternoon, Mrs, Budge, whose baby had an 
attack of some complaint incidental to its time of life, 
offered to take care of all the children, whilst the other 
three elders went in search of enjoyment. This took 
the form of a ten mile drive in a public brake, where 
they sat squeezed and perspiring amid some thirty people. 
The sun blazed ; chalky dust hung in a perpetual cloud 
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about the vehicle ; it was hardly possible to get a hand- 
kerchief out of one’s pocket; but gaiety defied every- 
thing. On the way home, Mrs. Rippingille, red asa 
peony with heat and laughter and many quenchings of 
thirst, consulted the comfort of her neighbours by sitting 
on Mr. Budge’s knee ; ceaseless joking as to Mrs. Budge’s 
state of mind if she knew what was going on kept all 
three in a roar. The absent lady, meanwhile, having 
administered remedies to her infant, was walking about 
the main streets of Brighton, enjoying the sight of the 
Bank Holiday crowd; the baby she carried in her arms, 
and the other children followed her. They wanted to 
play on the beach, but Mrs. Budge said it was too fat, 
and for her own part she preferred the pavement. 

Over the steaming tumblers that night a vow was 
registered that, on the morrow, they would have better 
attendance and better cookery, or know the reason why. 
As soon as the children awoke, they were encouraged to 
make the utmost possible noise ; to stamp and jump and 
throw over the furniture, and yell at the top of their 
voices. This had the desired effect ; it brought up the 
landlady at breakfast. Before she could speak, the angry 
woman was overwhelmed with vilification. Presently 
Rippingille voiced the general demand. 

“© We haven’t come here to be bested, and just you bear 
that in mind! If this kind of thing goes on we won’t pay 
—not a bloomin’ penny—understand ? You've got to 
cook our meals proper and to time—see?_ What doyou tike 
us for? Why, the beds ain’t even shook up. And do you call 
these boots cleaned ? It’s himposition, that’s what it is.” 

The combat was too unequal; in spite of her great 
command of “language,” the landlady retreated. The 
lodgers, flushed with victory, sallied forth under a cloudy 


A Victim of Circumstances 50 


sky, and betook themselves to the pier, where they 
attended a popular concert. Dinner, for the first time, 
was ready almost at the appointed hour, and somewhat 
better prepared than hitherto; pzans rose round the table. 

“They always try it on,” cried Budge. “ You've got 
to show ’em you won’t stand it.” And he chanted a 
verse of the last song they had heard upon the pier. 

Afterwards, all went for a sail in a yacht, and all 
were lamentably ill. Rain came on; it soaked the holi- 
day garments, and led to all manner of unpleasantness 
among the three score people packed on board. After 
a low-spirited tea, the two men, foreseeing an evening 
of domestic discord, silently vanished, and did not 
reappear until eleven o’clock. ‘They had been to the 
theatre. As it happened, their wives had found an 
excellent opportunity for assailing the landlady, and 
were again victorious ; so things passed off better than 
might have been expected, and over the usual tumblers 
all unkindness was forgotten. 

Wednesday dawned ; the end of their holiday. Though 
breakfast was very late and very bad, no one seemed in 
the mood to make an uproar. Mrs. Rippingille busied 
herself with a scheme for packing and carrying away every 
' smallest remnant of every purchased eatable; this must 
be done before she left the house for the morning’s 
amusement, or servant and landlady would pillage 
without fear. Having swept the cupboard, she went 
briskly forth to purchase dinner. ‘The meal was to consist 
of fried eggs and bacon, with a rice pudding to follow. 

“And just you mind what I say ”—thus she addressed 
the servant on her return with the provisions—“ if this 


dinner isn’t properly cooked, you’ll remember it. And 
tell your missis that.” 
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The menial grinned broadly, but made no answer. 

Swift is the flight of happy hours and days. Every- 
one remarked, at intervals through the morning, that 
they seemed only just to have come to Brighton ; yet 
to-night must see them at home again. The children, 
whose enjoyment had been considerably less keen than 
that of their elders, wore gloomy faces at the thought 
of return; but the suggestion of donkey riding once 
more exhilarated the whole company. Great and small 
mounted for a gallop, and their yells rang along the beach. 
Other delights followed. As dinner-time approached 
their hunger grew fierce; the thought of delay was 
frenzy. A stampede upstairs announced their arrival, ~ 
and rendered needless the loud ring of the sitting-room 
bell. 

Nor had they to wait. The red-nosed servant appeared 
in a few minutes, panting with the heavy tray. Her lips 
rigidly set, she put down the dish of eggs and bacon. 
In the same moment Mrs. Rippingille, who had stepped 
forward to judge the cookery, uttered an indignant 
shriek. Her companions rushed to the table, and in 
union vociferated, not without cause, for the dish made 
a gruesome display; in place of succulent rashers lay 
blackened fragments scarce to be recognised as bacon, 
and the fried eggs were mere bits of greasy leather. 
Frightened at the results of her mischief, the servant 
fled ; before she reached the kitchen the bell had begun 
to ring, and {t rang incessantly, with ear-piercing 
clangour, until the landlady, who had just returned 
from a brief expedition on a matter of business, 
angrily confronted her lodgers. 

“ Look at that, woman!” they roared. “ What do 
you call that ?” 
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The landlady could not pretend that complaint was 
unjustified. She happened to be particularly anxious to 
get rid of these people, as their rooms were already let 
to more desirable tenants, who desired to enter into 
possession as early as possible. ‘ 

“T don’t want to have no more words with you,” 
she began, as soon as she could make herself audible. 
“There’s been a accident, and I tell you what I’ll do. 
If you'll leave after dinner, instead of after tea, I’ll take 
the price of that dinner off what you owe me. How 
much did the stuff cost ? ” 

The lodgers. exchanged glances and reflected. It 
was possible to make a meal of a sort upon what lay before 
them, and the offered compensation would be clear 
gain. Not one had sufficient acuteness to see that, if 
they could claim damages at all, no condition need attach 
to the demand. After ten minutes’? vehement debate 
they agreed upon terms, and promised to quit the house 
in an hour’s time. ‘Then, sharp set as wolves, they fell 
upon the base provender. Luckily, the rice pudding 
made a tolerable appearance; it vanished almost as 
soon as it reached the table. 

They lingered about the shore and the streets till 
nearly sunset; the eating house tea was universally 
declared the best meal they had had at Brighton. Every 
heart beat with a proud joy in the thought of two 
shillings deducted from their landlady’s bill, compen- 
sation for a dinner, which, after all, they had thoroughly 
enjoyed. Nothing could have happened more luckily ; 
the money saved, and the victory over a letter of lodgings, 
crowned their holiday. They talked of the affair at 
home and among their friends for many a month, and 
to the end of their lives it will be a sunny reminiscence. 


THE FATE OF HUMPHREY SNELL 


The Fate of Humphrey Snell 
re seven years old Humphrey Snell was brought 


from his village home to live in London. The 
part of Essex to which the family belonged was falling 
into desolation. Thomas Snell, by trade a wheelwright, 
could hardly keep the wolf from the door ; he had three 
boys to bring up, and, like his neighbours, he saw no hope 
but in the roaring city of refuge. Father, mother, and 
children housed themselves in three small rooms, some- 
where near Caledonian Road. 

The step was not so rash as in many similar cases. 
Snell had useful acquaintances, and found work. In 
time the two elder boys began to help with their earnings ; 
James, the hope of the family, advanced himself at a large 
carriage-builder’s, and his brother Andrew, working 
for a dealer in second-hand furniture, learned how to 
buy for little what might be sold for much. Humphrey, 
a more difficult lad to manage, entered the postal service 
as a telegraph messenger. 

For one thing, Humphrey had more brain than 
muscle, and brain of the quality which does not easily 
command a price in open market. At school they 
called him a boy of promise, but his promises were not 
always fulfilled, for whenever he got the chance, he 
idled. As a craftsman, he would never be worth his 
salt, and the arts of money-making had no allurement 
for him. His delight was to escape from London streets 
and catch a glimpse of the country—no easy thing for 
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a boy without pocket-money, but attainable now and 
then at the cost of walks which overtaxed his strength. 
Thomas Snell, who had not a good word for rural life, 
dealt harshly with the lad in this matter. ‘“ Fields ? 
What do you want with fields ? Can you live on grass ?” 
And when Humphrey returned from one of his rambles 
at a late hour, mud besmirched, with his pockets full of 
berries, he learnt the taste of the rod. However, it was 
necessary to find some occupation for him which afforded 
plenty of exercise in the open air, so said the hospital 
doctor who treated Humphrey for a small ailment. For 
a few months he ran about as an errand boy ; but in the 
end, at his own suggestion, he succeeded in a higher 
aim, and donned the post-office uniform. 

This, of course, represented the toga virilis, and 
Humphrey was granted a few pence out of his weekly 
pay. When spring came round he spent the money 
on rail or tram-car. Sunday morning saw him make 
for the nearest exit from town, and as time went on, 
the growth of his legs enabled him to cover greater 
distances, till at length, from the limit of a threepenny 
tide he walked as far as to his old home, the Essex village 
of which he had never ceased to talk with affectionate 
remembrance. There he found kinsfolk : an old woman, 
his mother’s aunt, who lived with her unmarried son, a 
market gardener in a small, poor way. They welcomed 
him, for Humphrey was a tall, comely lad, and pleasant 
to talk with; he had warm affections, generous instincts, 
and thought of himself with a rare modesty. Twice or 
thrice that summer the visit was repeated. 

Humphrey’s growth had been too rapid ; his strength 
did not keep pace with it, and he began to suffer in health. 
This was a serious anxiety, for the time drew near when 
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he would have to undergo the medical examination for 
night duty, with the benefit, if he passed, of an increased 
pay. ‘Through the winter it seemed probable that his 
career in this direction was closed; but with the spring 
—as always—he experienced a revival of health and 
spirits. The sight of the first green leaf did him more 
good than all the medicine he had been taking, and when 
put to the doctor’s test, he passed without objection. 

In his brief hours of leisure, when a flight from town 
was impossible, he merely idled. Books did not much 
attract him ; when he opened one he was sure to come 
upon something or other which took such possession of 
his thoughts, or so affected his imagination, that he went 
off into dreaminess, and for that day read no more. No 
young man ever had less interest in the life about him. 
For male companionship he cared little; and girls, 
though he sometimes admired them from a distance, 
always frightened him at close quarters. His mother 
called him a booby, for his small money-earning power, 
in comparison with that of the other sons, tried her 
patience. And a booby he thought himself; every 
year he grew shyer and had less to say in the family circle. 
James and Andrew shook their heads after trying to 
converse with him of such things as delighted their 
souls—profit and loss, the theatres and music-halls, 
the pleasures of the street. 

“He'll get chucked one of these days,” Andrew 
remarked to his father, as they smoked together over 
a pot of old Burton. 

“¢ We shall have him on our ’ands.” 

Yet they were not actively unkind to Humphrey— 
decent people, they could not pick a quarrel with one so 
amiably disposed. For all his sharpness at school, they 
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thought he must have a “ weak place.” How otherwise 
explain the fact that a fellow of his age would walk him- 
self to death for the sake of gathering a few flowers, 
which he pressed in sheets of paper and stored away as 
if they were worth money? He had a collection of 
this rubbish, and Mrs. Snell declared that it bred fleas. 
Humphrey never attempted to explain his unaccountable 
taste ; as yet, perhaps, he was unable to make any defence 
which even to himself would have seemed valid. He 
went his way in silence, and by habitual gentleness 
apologised for his unprofitable character. 

At the age of nineteen another crisis lay before him : 
he must now face the medical examination which admits 
to the rank of postman, with the splendid salary of 
eighteen shillings a week. Of late his health had given 
him very little trouble, and it seemed unlikely that he 
would fail to satisfy the doctor; yet it so befell that, 
on the day of trial, he came home with abashed and 
dejected countenance. It was all over with him: the 
doctor had discovered so many points of constitutional 
weakness that Humphrey could not possibly be passed : 
he must resign the service. 

“I told you we should have him on our ’ands,” said 
Andrew Snell, when the family met to consider this 
catastrophe. 

Distress and apprehension made the poor lad really 
ill, Some disorder of the heart, hitherto obscurely 
manifested, took a bad turn, and he was obliged to attend 
a hospital. Week after week he led a life of silent misery 
under his parents’ eyes; there was no saying whether 
he would ever again be able to work for his living, and 
at his age to what, indeed, could he turn? Mrs. Snell 
lectured him by the hour on his bygone opportunities. 
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He had only himself to thank for this disaster ; it was a 
judgment upon him for his waste of time in running 
about after flowers and berries and suchlike childish 
things. If he had any sense of shame he would burn all 
that dirty stuff that cumbered his room. And Humphrey 
straightway did so, feeling he could do no less. 

Thus might he have perished, but a kindly hand 
interposed. His relative in Essex, the market gardener, 
happened to come to town ; he saw Humphrey, and in his 
private talk with him learnt what was the lad’s desire. 
Thereupon he proposed to the parents that Humphrey 
should go back into the country with him, and try the 
effect upon his health of living there for a month or so. 
Thomas Snell agreed, and was willing to pay two or 
three shillings a week for his son’s support. 

Now this countryman, Doggett by name, sympathised 
in a half-articulate way with Humphrey’s passion for the 
study of nature, and old Mrs. Doggett so far inclined the 
same way that she had become a village authority on 
medicinal herbs; her teas and potions, cordials and 
fomentations enjoyed much credit among the neighbours. 
By this good woman’s advice Humphrey threw away the 
pint bottle of physic he had brought with him from the 
hospital, and followed a course of homely remedies which 
Mrs. Doggett prescribed and administered. To his 
boundless joy he rapidly grew better; before long he 
could walk miles without undue fatigue, and once more 
he gave himself up to the delight of searching wood and 
meadow and lane for plants that were still strange to 
him. 

In talk with Mrs. Doggett he called to mind that 
not far from his home in London was the shop of a her- 
balist. Now, how did that man procure his stock of 
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herbs ? Would he be willing to pay money for plants 
of a useful kind, such as one might collect here in Essex ? 
Mrs. Doggett had no doubt that he would. She knew of 
men who got a sort of living, at all events in the summer 
months, by going about herb-gathering and then selling 
to the shops. She believed there were a good mafiy such 
shops in London, inspired him with unwonted energy, 
put the question to his relative whether, if he mastered 
the simple art of basket-making, it would be possible 
for him to earn food and lodging till next spring. Doggett 
favoured the idea; such food and lodging as he could 
offer might very well be paid for in that way. Thereupon 
Humphrey took a great resolve. He would never go 
back to London. In one way and another, so it appeared, 
he could keep himself alive amid the scenes he loved ; 
a crust by the hedge-side and a draught from the stream 
were sufficient to him, and for clothing he need take but 
little thought. Thus, too, he might hope to grow strong 
in body and escape the doom with which he had been 
threatened. 

From this day began a life of strange independence, 
of rare contentment; a life such as the philosopher 
might admire and envy ; possible only to a nature endowed 
in high simplicity, and intellectual fervour. It lasted 
for seven years ; so long a respite had Humphrey ere the 
fate of which he never dreamed confronted him. 

In London there are some three-score herbalists, 
men and women whose business, however obscure, is 
not unprofitable. They supply old-fashioned remedies 
to poor people by whom the habits or traditions of a 
rural origin are still preserved; and not seldom thrive 
by common quackery among the merely ignorant. 
With many of these tradesfolk Humphrey came to have 
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dealings ; from all parts of the country he supplied them 
with the herbs they wanted, and received his money 
by post wherever he chanced to be. It brought him 
the barest livelihood, but that was all he asked. The 
warm nights of summertide he spent, as often as not, 
in field or coppice; at other times a wayside inn gave 
him shelter. Through county after county, north, 
south, east and west, he pursued his joyous pilgrimage, 
saddening only when the fall of the leaf admonished him 
that he must turn towards the Essex village which was 
his home in winter. Sickness he knew not ; that became 
a far off memory, blended with the dreamy thought of 
his life as a messenger in London streets. He had the 
supreme happiness of earning bread at the same time 
that he pursued a beloved study, Without so much as 
glancing at a book, he stored his mind with knowledge 
of flower and fern and tree. Apart from the plants 
he sold, names were of little account to him ; his untrained 
intellect cared nothing for the classifications of science, 
though with opportunity he would doubtless have acquired 
all that the books could teach, and have added to them 
from the riches of his own observation. He marked 
the signs of kindred, and made distinction of families 
in original, often uncouth, terms ; but, after all, each 
plant was to him an end in itself, a thing to be watched 
and cherished for its beauty, to be recognised with joy 
as often as his eyes fell upon it. His memory was won- 
derfully tenacious ; after these seven summers it formed 
a floral map of the country traversed by him, and only in 
this way did he recall his wanderings. As much as 
possible he avoided intercourse with men, though 
gentle and friendly as ever when brought into their 
company. His appearance, in spite of rude clothing, 
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was anything but repellent, for the comeliness of his boy- 
hood still appeared in the man’s lineaments; he was 
browned with breeze and sunshine, had long, thick hair 
of the chestnut shade, a beard roughly trimmed, soft, 
large eyes. From the habit of bending earthward, he 
walked with a slight stoop, but his frame was well-knit 
and hardy. 

On the close of the seventh summer, when trees 
were changing hue, but as yet no leaf had fallen, Hum- 
phrey found himself at a great distance from the friendly 
dwelling which would, as usual, shelter him through 
the months of gloom. He was at the foot of the Mendips, 
a district hitherto unknown to him. After a hot day, 
spent in idling about a spot that pleased him, he set 
forth at sundown to walk for a few hours on the road he 
had resolved to follow. This led him to the city of Wells, 
which he reached about ten o’clock. So clear a moon 
shone in the heavens that he had been able to observe 
the wayside plants by its light. It irked him to think 
of seeking a comfortless bed in some poor tavern on such 
a night as this. He would pass through the town, and 
in the meadows beyond find a free resting place, where 
no one would interfere with him. 

The streets were all but silent. He crossed the market 
place, and issued from it by an old porch, wondering 
at the quaint appearance of everything about him. 
When he came forth again into the moonlight his wonder 
changed to astonishment, for he was in the Cathedral 
Close, and before him stood the lofty front of an edifice 
more majestic than he had ever beheld. Humphrey 
knew nothing of Wells, save that it was a little market 
town ; he had never heard of the Cathedral, and could not 
surmise its historic significance ; but the scene impressed 
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him strongly, and there he remained for a long time, in 
solitude and silence, his imagination moved by the glories 
of earth and heaven. 

Slowly compassing the cathedral, he came within 
sight of the Bishop’s Palace ; here again wonder and awe 
arrested him, so strangely beautiful was the scene. He 
proceeded with soft step, as if afraid of intruding where 
such as he had no admission, towards the great trees 
that overhang the moat, and gazed at the ivied wall 
with battlements clear cut against the sky. A sound 
of rushing water fell on his ears ; he paced onwards, 
and discovered the white moonlit torrent leaping from 
St. Andrew’s well, which for centuries has poured its 
flood around the episcopal stronghold. 

Here was the verge of open country—broad meadows 
gently rising to wooded hills. The town lay hidden 
by the ancient structures whereat he marvelled. No 
ordinary habitation could be seen, and not a sound was 
audible, save that music of the rushing water. Feeling 
no desire of sleep, and reluctant to turn away, Humphrey 
retraced his steps along the moat. On reaching the 
corner where the rank of great elms began, he saw a 
female figure standing by, or rather leaning against the 
nearest trunk; the attitude was one of distress—arms 
raised and head bent. Startled, he moved aside, and 
was endeavouring to pass without drawing attention, 
when the person suddenly faced him ; in the shadow of 
the trees he could only ascertain that she was of girlish 
appearance, but he distinctly heard a sob escape her, 
and his curiosity turned to compassion. Perhaps his 
mood, which was far from worldliness, prompted him to 
indulge the simple impulse of humanity ; the gloom, no 
doubt, aided an unusual boldness. Be that as it may, 
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Humphrey stepped forward with the purpose of asking 
if he could be of help. But, even as his lips parted, 
courage failed him. He would have drawn back again ; 
but the girl, surprised at his approach, said, ina frightened 
voice, “ What do you want?” 

“Nothing. I was only going to ask if you could 
tell me what this place is.” 

Uneducated man as he was, Humphrey had at all 
times a softness of utterance which mitigated the de- 
fects of his pronunciation ; moreover, such thoughts as 
were native to him, and such a life as he had led for years 
past, could not but endow him with speech very different 
from that of the class he belonged to. At present the 
sympathy he felt made his tones peculiarly gentle and 
reassuring. After a moment’s hesitation, and with an 
obvious effort to command herself, the girl answered his 
inquiry, even addressing him with a respectful “ Sir.” 
The tears in her eyes, no doubt, helped the darkness to 
disguise Humphrey’s costume. Her own tongue declared 
her of humble birth and a native of this county. 

Humphrey thanked her, and again wished to go his 
way, yet he stood hesitating. The Cathedral clock 
struck eleven. 

“It’s getting late,” he said, as the girl also remained 
motionless. ‘ You’re going home, aren’t you?” 

“ T want to, Sir ; but ne 

Her voice broke, and she was ready to begin crying again. 
Apart from its note of distress, the voice itself affected 
the listener in a way that was very strange to him. He 
wished to hear it once more. 

“Don’t call me ‘ Sir?! I’m only a common man, as 
you'd see if it was daylight. Is it anything you can tell 
a stranger ? ” 
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“Tt isn’t my fault,” sobbed the girl. ‘“ They’ve 
turned me out, and I don’t know where to go. T’ve gota 
little money, but I don’t like to go to an inn ’cause they 
might know me and it ’ud look funny. It ain’t my fault ; 
I don’t know what to do. I haven’t done nothing——” 

She seemed to be about eighteen, and betrayed a weak- 
ness of character even in excess of the failing common to 
her kind ; her manner was childish, and could not have 
excited suspicion in the most experienced observer. 
Humphrey Snell, whose seven and twenty years 
represented the minimum of experience with regard to 
women, felt a profound pity as he listened to her; and 
therewith blended that other vague emotion stirred by 
the first sound from her lips—an emotion which reminded 
him of early manhood, when he was wont to shrink from 
girls and yet to worship afar off. He began to speak 
more freely ; to urge that she should not remain out of 
doors at so late an hour. The dialogue was prolonged, 
and presently Humphrey learned all the particulars of 
the distressful story. Disentangled from a confusion of 
superfluous words, feeble ejaculations, repetitions endless, 
and periods of indiscoverable connection, the narrative 
can be briefly set forth. This young woman, having 
long ago lost her parents, had for three years been in 
service at Bristol; her only home was the house of a 
married sister, Mrs. Davis, who lived at Wells. Now, 
for chosen friend she had a sister of her brother-in-law, 
Jenny Davis by name, who also took service in Bristol ; 
and this, as it turned out, was anything but a happy 
circumstance, for Miss Davis one day disappeared 
from her situation, and left behind her some disagreeable 
rumours. Arriving in search of his sister, the man from 
Wells made inquiries which threw an unpleasant light 
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not only on her behaviour, but also on that of her friend 
Annie Frost, who was under notice to leave her situation. 
Annie, after living alone in Bristol for some weeks, 
obtained another place, but kept it only a short time. 
“It wasn’t my fault,” she declared. “TI did nothing.” 
The latter statement might be true enough ; doubtless 
it accounted for Annie’s failure to procure another 
engagement. Having all but exhausted her money, 
she took a ticket for Wells, and presented herself 
at her sister’s house. Mrs, Davis received her coldly, 
and could not promise hospitality; it depended upon 
her husband, who would not be home till late that night. 
When Davis returned, he was somewhat the worse for 
liquor ; without a moment’s hesitation, he turned his 
sister-in-law out of the house, forbidding her, with 
many oaths, ever to show her face there again. 

Humphrey, fully believing all that the girl said in 
her own defence, was overcome with indignation. He 
urged her to go back to the house and make another 
appeal. Surely her own sister would not let her be driven 
out into the street. Annie was persuaded to act on 
this advice, and they walked together in the direction of 
her relative’s abode, which was not far off. On coming 
forth from shadow into moonlight, the companions 
exchanged a look, and Humphrey beheld the face he 
might have pictured—foolishly pretty, with round 
eyes and baby lips, and neither nose nor chin to speak of ; 
on the whole, good-natured in expression, and seven 
through the traces of tears displaying a coquettish 
self-consciousness. 

Watching from a discreet distance, he saw the girl in 
long parley with someone who opened the door to her. 
At length she entered, and Humphrey turned away with 
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a sigh of vast relief. That night he did not lie down to 
rest ; the hours passed very quickly, and morning broke 
before he had time to think of sleep. The next day 
found him a changed man. He paid no heed to the 
promise of the sky, always his first care ; he walked the 
lanes without a glance at what grew there ; he forgot the 
necessity of eating. A voice was in his ears, and before 
his mind’s eye shone a face upturned in moonlight. 

On the second day he still lingered near to Wells. 
At sunset, as on the evening before, he paced the shadowed 
walk by the Bishop’s Palace, and there, with a great 
leap of his heart, he encountered Annie Frost. Her 
eyes cast down, she stood still as he approached her. 
They talked for some minutes; Annie related her diffi- 
culties and trials, which she declared unendurable. 
The Davises grudgingly allowed her to stay beneath their 
roof till she could find employment, but she must be 
quick about it. Whilst speaking, she cast rapid glances 
at her casual acquaintance, and seemed to pay more 
attention to his features than to his poor and travel- 
worn garb. Humphrey uttered scarce half a dozen 
words, and when she left him he walked rapidly away. 

A fortnight later he was still in this neighbourhood. 
Every evening at sunset he had loitered near the moat, 
and several times had been rewarded by a meeting with 
Annie Frost. They had walked together over the fields. 
Humphrey, when he ventured to give an account of 
himself, perceived with a tremor of exquisite surprise 
that the girl willingly lent ear ; at each meeting she grew 
more confidential, and seemed to regard him with a 
trust, an appealing simplicity, which thrilled him to the 
heart. Never in his life before had he revealed himself 
as to this girl, He imagined she understood him, that 
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her mute attention meant sympathy. Yet of a sudden 
she asked: “Don’t you think you could earn more if 
you was to try?” Humphrey kept a silence, but said 
at length, absently, “‘ Yes, I dare say I might.” 

Then Annie got a place, as general servant in a small 
house at Shepton Mallet. They met as though for the 
last time, and Humphrey was overcome with a profound 
melancholy. He listened to the girl’s babble, sweeter 
now to his ear than ever song of lark on the uplands, 
or the ripple of a stream in ferny dells. She seemed to 
him a creature of exquisite modesty, of transparent 
truth; a child, yet a woman; pathetic in her pretty 
helplessness, yet worthy of any sacrifice a man could 
make for her. 

“And shall I never see you again ? ” he faltered with 
throbbing heart. 

Annie bit her lip and looked away. 

“ P’y’aps you'll be coming here again.” 

“ Tf I could—if I found i 

He stammered, and stood still in the darkness. Annie 
sighed, then murmured with touching sincerity : 

“T should like to see you wearing better clothes.” 

A silence. 

“ll write to you,” murmured Humphrey. “I 
might have something to say: ? 

He offered to shake hands ; Annie gave the tips of her 
fingers. He turned away; Annie moved to his side 
again. 

“ You will write ?” 

“* You’d really like me to?” 

“T never get a letter from nobody.” 

“ Yes, I’ll write you a letter, and as soon as I can.” 

So they parted, and Humphrey in that hour set 
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forth upon his eastward journey. By dawn he had walked 
thirty miles along the highroad. Then he slept under a 
hedge; and, in the afternoon, when he had munched 
his dinner of bread and blackberries, plodded on once 
more. 

Farewell the tranquil mind! All he thought of 
now was to travel as quickly as possible to his friends 
in Essex that he might take counsel with them about a 
purpose he had conceived, even as he sought their advice 
as to a momentous step nearly eight years ago. A dread 
misgiving haunted his hours of weariness, but after 
sleep he arose with a thrill of rapturous resolve. His 
blood ran turbid; he cooled his burning forehead in a 
wayside stream. Ingenuous as a child, he never debated 
with himself the significance of what had befallen him ; 
his only question was whether he could achieve the 
undertaking he had in view. He yielded to his passion 
as to an uncontrollable, inscrutable force of nature. 
Right or wrong, wise or foolish, choice he had none. 
Of course, it seemed to him that his desire was the height 
of wisdom, for he loved with virgin heart. 

The Essex village could not forward his projects. 
Here was no employment for him by which he could 
earn more than subsistence. Doggett shook a despon- 
dent head; with him things were going cheerlessly, 
and he.talked of having to seek a home elsewhere. The 
old mother lay sick unto death, and Humphrey could not 
trouble her with worldly things. Tortured by delay, 
he turned his thoughts to London. James and Andrew 
had continued to thrive; Thomas Snell and his wife 
enjoyed repose in their green old age. Between them 
they might surely help the wanderer to such moderate 
security as he aimed at, 
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“Just what I always said,” Andrew remarked. “ All 
these years you’ve disgraced yourself leadin’ a tramp’s 
life, and now you expect us to find a berth for you. A 
nice sort of chap you are!” ; 

To his mother Humphrey confided the facts of the 
case. Mrs. Snell was interested and asked some* scores 
of questions, pertinent and other. But she regarded 
her youngest son as an amiable lunatic, and could not take 
his wishes seriously. Meanwhile, he had written twice 
to Annie, in the second letter begging for a reply, but 
none came—possibly she could not write. Weeks 
passed, and he worked at basket-making. His life was 
devastated : he had no joy in the priceless past, and was 
agonised with dread of the future lest his supreme desire 
should never be granted him. Many and desperate 
were the schemes he projected. At length, when he 
was on the point of setting forth to walk into Somerset, 
careless if he begged by the way, there came a letter 
from Andrew, which enclosed a newspaper cutting. 
“Ts this any use to you?” wrote his brother. “It’s a 
club that a friend of mine belongs to. Jim and me 
wouldn’t mind helping you with the money if you really 
meant settling down.” The advertisement to which 
Humphrey’s attention was drawn ran thus: 

“ Steward and Stewardess wanted to take charge of 
a Workman’s Club—members four hundred—to keep the 
place clean, and serve at bar. Wages £1 15s. per week, 
with rooms, coal and gas. Cash security, £30. Apply—” 

Instantly he started for London, and on the following 
day, with money borrowed from his relatives, he travelled 
by rail to Shepton Mallet, where he spent twenty-four 
hours. He returned to London, frantic with alternate 
exultation and fear. His suspense was prolonged for 
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a week; then the committee of the Workman’s Club 
solemnly announced to him that his application would be 
favourably considered, if he and his wife were ready to 
enter upon their duties on that day fortnight. 

Annie, whose handwriting was decipherable only 
by a lover’s eyes, answered his news by return of post: 

“Send me money to come i shall want all i have for 
my things i cant tell you how delited I feal but its that 
sudin it taks my breth away with heepes of love and ss 

There followed a row of crosses, which Humphrey 
found it easy to interpret. A cross is frequently set 
upon a grave; but he did not think of that. 


A DESPOT ON TOUR 


A Despot on Tour 


R. HOWARD HAWKER’S company, touring 

with a brace of comedies which in London had 

long outworn their vogue, arrived at Wattleborough. 

They were to play two evenings, and the box-office 
made a fair report. 

Not every actor who would have enrolled himself in Mr. 
Hawker’s company. The veteran left no one in doubt 
as to his estimate of this privilege ; he uttered his views 
on the present state of the profession with a vigour and 
perspicuity which in part resulted from his failure 
to achieve distinction on the boards, and partly explained 
it. Managers, he declared, were nowadays mere shop- 
keepers; he loathed their respectability and their 
unscrupulousness. Of genuine actors, he asserted that the 
breed had all but died out; men and women on the 
stage aimed at nothing but pecuniary and social success. 

Naturally, he found it difficult to collect, and harder 
still to hold together, a company after his own mind. 
His crustiness was not mollified by the attacks of gout, 
which, with other considerations, had led him to abandon 
acting; he merely commanded, and whoever enlisted 
under his banner, leading men or insignificant recruits, 
became subject to a rigid discipline. Mrs. Hawker, 
the second of that name, a middle-aged but still handsome 
woman, alone preserved her independent dignity ; the 
despot never allowed himself to criticise, and rarely 
suspected that her acting gave any opportunity for censure. 
15 
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If newspaper men chanced to think differently in this 
matter, he loudly condemned them to everlasting perdition. 

The first night at Wattleborough was encouraging ; 
a house nearly full, much applause, and Mrs. Hawker 
particularly well received. At ten o’clock next morning, 
as he and his wife were breakfasting together at “their 
hotel, Mr. Hawker was told that a young lady wished 
to speak with him. 

* A young lady? What name?” 

“No name, sir. Wishes to see you in private.” 

The manager looked at his wife, and laughed. 

“ Stage-stricken damsel, ten to one. May as well 
sée her.” 

The stranger was standing alone in the ladies’ sitting- 
room, and his first glance assured Mr. Hawker that he 
had to do with no barmaid or milliner’s assistant. A 
young lady, this, in the strict sense of the word; per- 
fectly dressed, comely of countenance, and her age not 
morethanseventeen. The manager made his stateliest bow. 

“Madam, I am Mr. Howard Hawker. How can I 
be so happy as to serve you ? ” 

A profound agitation made the young lady incapable 
of replying. Mr. Hawker placed a chair for her, and 
spoke a few more words of reassuring civility. 

“T cannot tell you my name,” said the other at length, 
abruptly, but in a very pleasant voice. “I have come to 
ask you—to beg your advice. I wish to become an 
actress. Please don’t think I have foolish ideas.” Mr. 
Hawker smiled. ‘“ I know quite well that I should have to 
beginintheveryhumblest way. Iam quite ready for that.” 

“You are aware, my dear young lady, that the 
profession is crowded ? ” 

“Oh, yes, I know it very well. But so many people, 
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I believe, go into the profession in the wrong spirit. 
They think it is the short cut to—to all sorts of things. 
It’s quite different with me. I like acting for its own 
sake ; I do indeed—I have taken part in private thea- 
tricals, and people seemed to think I didn’t do so badly. 
I don’t want to play Juliet.” She laughed with pretty 
confusion. “I’m a very practical person—if you only 
knew, I’m ready to work hard for years, if necessary.” 

The manager’s eyes twinkled with sympathetic interest. 

“Ah! Comenow! Ifyou really mean that. That’s 
the spirit. I wish to Heaven I heard more of that kind 
of thing.” 

The young lady reddened. 

“ You are willing to help me ?” she exclaimed, eagerly. 

“ Wait. I mustn’t inspire false hopes. I presume you 
are not of age yet 2?” 

“Oh, dear, no! I shall be seventeen in a few days. 
Am I too young?” 

The vivacity of her features, the quality of her voice, her 
modest yet spirited bearing, impressed the veteran very 
favourably indeed. He felt sure that the case was hopeless : 
an army of relatives lurked somewhere in the back- 
ground, and would allow him no chance of enlisting this 
delightful girl,but he dallied with the tempting thought. 

“Not a bit of it; the younger the better. But— 
pardon these necessary questions—are you free to choose 
a profession ? ” 

“ I consider myself quite free,” she answered, resolutely, 
and with a knitting of the brows. “I have only a little 
money, but, if it were impossible to support myself I could 
—J feel sure I could—manage to live for a year or two.” 


Mr. Hawker reflected. 
“T have a suggestion to make. As I’m rather busy, 


A Victim of Circumstances 78 


would you talk with my wife, with Mrs. Hawker ? I think 
it would be the best way. Something might be ¥ 

The young lady readily assented, her face glowing in 
delighted anticipation. Having withdrawn, the manager 
held a quick conversation with his wife, and Mrs. Hawker 
spent nearly an hour, privately talking with the aspirant. 

“JT know all!” she exclaimed, with burlesque pro- 
fundity of note, on joining her husband again. “ Just 
as you thought. Daughter of a big man—country 
house a few miles away—no mother—heavy father she 
can’t get on with. Yesterday she came on a visit for a 
few days to friends in Wattleborough, and they were at - 
the theatre last night. Before leaving home she had 
made up her mind to bolt ; but nobody knows. Packed 
her bag for the visit as full as it would hold, and thinks 
she can get it away from her friend’s house.” 

“Yes. No good, of course. What’s her father’s 
name?” 

** Major Saxby, Medlow House.” 

“ By Gad, Dll go and see him! Who knows? He 
might consent * 

“Rubbish! She’s the only child.” 

“‘T shall go and see him. In any case, it’s the right 
thing to do. If we send her away, ten to one she'll 
take trainfor London. Adetermined little wench, and, by 
Gad, has the right stuff in her. Too risky to let her go 
off on her own hook. ‘The Major likely to be at home?” 

“I only knew he was there yesterday.” , 

They consulted a railway guide. Medlow Station was 
some six miles away, and there was a train presently. 
Mrs. Hawker, they arranged, should take Miss Saxby 
round the theatre, and amuse her for as long as possible, 
then bring her back to the hotel for luncheon. 
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“Of course, I promised her faithfully to keep the 
secret,” said the actress. 

“Oh, of course. I'll come round the Major. Always 
get on well with old military coves. He’ll be glad 
enough to know she came to an honest man.” 

Mr. Hawker took the train to Medlow, and at about 
one o’clock walked up the drive, a noble avenue of beeches, 
which led to Major Saxby’s house. To his satisfaction the 
Major was at home; but when he sent in a card—a pro- 
fessional one—the servant came back with an unfavourable 
countenance. ‘Would he make known his business ?” 

“To the Major himself,” replied Mr. Hawker, with 
sudden warmth ; “ certainly not to anyone else.” 

“Then, I am afraid Major Saxby cannot see you ; 
he is engaged.” 

“Young man, you will be good enough to tell your 
master that Mr. Howard Hawker has come from Wattle- 
borough to see him on very special business—very 
special business, indeed.” 

The servant carried this message, and it was effectual. 
Mr. Hawker passed through the great hall, entered the 
library, and found himself face to face with a tall, thin, 
choleric looking man, who spoke at once in a high voice 
not too studiously modulated. 

“Now, sir, pray be as brief as you can. I am on 
the point of leaving for London, and have only five 
minutes to spare.” 

The manager, whose blood was already heated, glared 
- at the peremptory gentleman. 

“ Sir, if you have no time to spare, my business had better 
be postponed. I am not in the habit of hurrying myself.” 

“Then be good enough to leave me,”’ said the Major, 


A Victim of Circumstances : 80 


with barely restrained wrath, “and, if you will, com- 
municate with me in writing.” 

“Sir,” shouted the manager, “I'll leave you quickly 
enough, but I’m bothered if I take the trouble of writing 
to you! Good morning.” 

It was the encounter of two potentates, peppery, 
both of them, and neither accustomed to give way in a 
contest. Major Saxby despised the “ actor fellow,” 
and felt sure his alleged business was a mere pretence. 
Mr. Howard Hawker cursed the haughty aristocrat, and 
chuckled fiercely at the thought of his power to be 
revenged. It was all over ina moment. The manager, 
as no train served for his return, took a fly to Wattle- 
borough and vowed that Major Saxby should pay for it. 

Tired, hungry, divided between wrath and glee, he 
reached the hotel, where Mrs. Hawker and Miss Saxby 
were at lunch in a private room. With an apology for 
his lateness, he sat down and ate heartily, addressing now 
and then a friendly word to his guest, who was nervous 
but exhilarated. 

“Young lady,” he said, at length, leaning back and 
assuming a grave visage, “‘are you still in the same mind ?” 

“ Indeed I am.” 

“Then,”—he glanced at his wife—“ allow me to make 
a suggestion. ‘To-morrow is Sunday, and by the 9.15 
we leave for Millington, where we shall give, as here, 
two performances. Now, I am able to offer you a part 
—a very small part, but still a part—in the piece we 
give at Millington on Monday night. You will easily 
learn your words; you come on only once, and there 
will be plenty of time for me to put you in the way of 
it. What do you say to this ? ” 

It took the girl’s breath away, and had scarcely less 
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effect upon Mrs. Hawker, who in vain tried to read 
her husband’s face. 

“You are very kind,” faltered the aspirant. 

“Do you shirk it, young lady? Are you afraid ?” 

“‘ No, no; I accept, with gratitude!” 

“Good! Consider it settled.” He waved a royal 
hand. ‘“ Now pray tell me whether you live in Wattle- 
borough. Should you prefer to remain here quietly 
at the hotel till to-morrow morning? Or have you 
arrangements to make ?” 

Miss Saxby, pale but self-possessed, was ready with 
her reply. She had friends in the town whom she must 
see, but she would return to the hotel to pass the night. 
This being approved, she took leave, with abundant 
thanks; and the manager was able to give his wife an 
explanation of what he had done. Walking about the 
room, he told the story of Major Saxby’s insolent be- 
haviour, and gloried in the revenge he was about to 
take. Miss Saxby should tread the boards of the Queen’s 
Theatre, Millington, come of it what might. The stiff- 
necked old aristocrat had gone to London, where, if he 
stayed for a day or two, startling news would reach him. 

Mrs. Hawker entered into the jest, but not without 
anxiety. The young lady’s plan, she said, was to escape 
from her friends at Wattleborough, on the pretence that 
she felt uneasy after a fit of ill-temper in which she had 
parted with her father, and must go home to make it up ; 
that she would get away by train, travel to London, 
where a friend would receive her, and there think of the 
next step. This, if Mr. Hawker could give her no help. 
After what had happened, she would somehow adapt 
the scheme to the circumstances, being a decidedly 


ingenious young woman. 
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Now, Miss Saxby’s disappearance from the house of 
her friends, people living in a remote part of the town, 
had caused surprise and uneasiness, which was not 
diminished by the arrival of a telegram for her. , This 
despatch was to inform her that her father had suddenly 
been called to London; and on opening it, which she 
did instantly, before uttering a word as to her singular 
behaviour, the young lady saw a good opportunity of 
gaining the end she had in view. 

“I can’t tell you what it is,” she exclaimed with a face 
_ that would have delighted Mr. Hawker, “ but it’s from 
father, and I must go home as soon ‘as possible. Mysteries 
as usual, yes,” she added smiling. “ All I can say is, 
that before I came away, father and I had one of our worst 
quarrels, and I think it’ll be all right now if I go back 
this afternoon. No, I can’t tell you where I have 
been this morning. Mysteries again. I’m the most 
mysterious person you ever knew.” 

She kept the telegram tight in her hand, and talked 
on as if suddenly relieved from some oppression of 
spirits. ‘The friends had no choice but to let her depart ; 
she was, presently, accompanied to the station, and seen 
off to Medlow. Here she would gladly have alighted 
to steal home and pack more of her possessions, for never 
was young lady of seventeen more desperately resolved 
to escape from domestic rule; but, though her father 
had gone away, her severe aunts, two in number, reigned 
at Medlow House. So she had no choice but to travel 
farther on, to wait at an unknown station, and, long after 
nightfall, journey back to Wattleborough, where, with 
joy and tremors, she regained the hotel. There was 
now little danger of discovery before she had got away 
and begun her professional career—her “ professional 
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career !”? To-morrow morning, it being Sunday, she 
would easily, with a little veiling of the face, avoid all 
risks on the way to the station. And at Millington, 
twenty miles distant, not a soul knew her. 

That same night, when he returned from the theatre, 
Mr. Hawker showed her the part she was to play at Mil- 
lington. It consisted of some thirty words, uttered by 
half-dozens. She took the copy to bed, and did not 
sleep until she knew the speeches perfectly. 

She was to be called Miss Woodward, a name of her 
choosing from a book she had recently read. With Miss 
Woodward the chief members of the company were next 
day made acquainted, as they travelled to Millington ; 
and all of them knew that their manager had a joke 
in hand, though they were not permitted to taste its 
full flavour. The young lady tried to see these new 
friends in a light of sympathy and admiration, but, even 
before reaching the journey’s end, she found herself 
regretting their faults of manner, their defective educa- 
tion. She was under Mr. Hawker’s wing, and everyone 
behaved to her with entire respect ; yet the result of 
the morning’s experience was undeniable disillusion. 
Moreover, she had a slight headache ; enough, of course, 
to account for her not viewing the prospect quite so 
hopefully as yesterday, 

At Millington early in the afternoon, Mr. Hawker invited 
her to step round with him to the theatre, where they 
found two or three men lounging and talking amid a dim- 
lit wilderness which made her heart sink. Aftera word or 
two with these individuals, the manager conducted her 
to a room, where there was, at all events, daylight, though 
the window seemed not to have been cleaned for years. 

“Here we can have a quiet little rehearsal,” he said, 
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genially. ‘Afterwards, we’ll go on to the stage, and 
you shall learn to walk. Yes, learn to walk, my dear 
young lady; or, rather, make a beginning of learning. 
You thought you could walk? Ha, ha! We shall see, 
we shall see.” 

The quiet little rehearsal lasted rather more than 
two hours, and was a more horrible ordeal than Miss 
Saxby had ever conceived. Altogether losing sight of 
the fact that he could not hope to retain her in his com- 
pany, that he was merely anxious to exasperate her father, 
Mr. Hawker put the girl through his very severest drill. 
It annoyed him, to start with, when he found her by 
no means so bright as at their first meeting; he would 
make no allowance for the circumstances. Possessed 
by artistic fury, he insisted on drawing out, at once, 
all the ability he divined as lurking in her. The flatness 
and awkwardness with which she spoke her phrases— 
for the manager’s stern aspect of business utterly dis- 
concerted her—soon drove him out of patience. By the 
exertion of marvellous self-restraint, Mr. Hawker used 
no oaths, but his denunciation, his mockery, his attitudes 
which seemed to threaten personal violence, brought 
the victim all but to a fainting state. And at length 
she burst into tears. 

“Come, come! Pooh, pooh.” He shook her shoulder 
paternally. “ What’s all this? Was I rather rough? ” 

The miserable young lady pleaded her headache. 

“Headache!” he echoed, reproachfully. “I hope 
you’re not subject to that kind of thing? We’ll go 
on to the stage ; the fresh air will do you good.” 

He led her out of the now dusky room into a darkness 
so complete that only by striking a match could he find 
his way. On the stage, by a yellow flare of gas, a car- 
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penter was doing some sort of work, and another man, 
_ smoking a pipe, idly watched him. Before these people, 
Miss Saxby received her first lesson in deportment, 
which lasted an hour. It was an effort of heroism, for 
she felt scarcely able to stand ; but the manager gave her 
a word of praise now and then, and behaved less violently 
than in the private room. 

“Well, that'll do for the present,” he said, at length. 
“To-morrow morning you will be here with the 
company at ten.” 

She returned to the hotel, drank a cup of tea, and 
went to bed. A coward hope that she might be too ill 
to get up to-morrow was her only consolation as she lay 
through the long hours, crying and suffering. But sleep 
came, and on Monday morning Mrs. Hawker’s kind 
attentions partly restored her to a hopeful frame of mind. 
It was a day of painful effort and harassing emotions. 
Before the whole company she had to go through her 
wretched little part; now shrinking with shame, now 
over-bold by mere force of desperation. The words 
grew hateful to her ears. A contemptuous smile on 
the face of the actress with whom her scene was played 
made her feel the meanest of mortals, and more than once 
she was sorely tempted to flee from the theatre, to escape 
and hide herself anywhere. But in the end the manager 
declared himself pretty well satisfied, and, haranguing 
the company, lauded her spirit of perseverance. 

By this time it was known at Medlow House that Miss 
Saxby had disappeared from Wattleborough. On 
Monday morning, one of the aunts received a letter 
in which an account was given of the young lady’s 
sudden departure for home, with private comments on 
the singularity of her manner. In an hour or two her 
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falsehoods were disclosed, and alarm was at its height. 
A telegram to the Major at his London hotel remained 
unanswered ; owing to his movements in town he did 
not receive it till late at night. Travelling by the news- 
paper train on Tuesday morning, the enraged and 
anxious father reached home about nine o’clock. No 
news had arrived, no conjecture as to the girl’s where- 
abouts could be formed. But at this moment came the 
postman, and among the letters delivered was one which 
Major Saxby read with tumultuous feelings. 


“Sir,” wrote his correspondent, “though your 
behaviour when I recently called upon you would be 
quite sufficient to excuse my silence, I will not leave you 
ignorant of the gratifying fact that your daughter makes 
her first appearance, this evening, on the stage of the 
Queen’s Theatre, Millington. Her part is a small one, 
but you will understand that this could not be other- 
wise. ‘The young lady shows an admirable spirit, and I 
have spared no pains in preparing her for her début. 
With perseverance, I have no doubt she may become an 
ornament of the noble profession she has adopted. 
Offering you my sincere congratulations, 

“Tam, Sir, faithfully yours, 
* Howarp Hawker.” 


Thrusting this letter into his pocket, and without 
a word of information to the distracted ladies, Major 
Saxby rushed from the house. He drove postehaste 
into Wattleborough, and there caught a train for Mil- 
lington. Before noon he arrived at the Queen’s Theatre. 
The box office was open and he demanded the manager. 

Mr. Hawkins, anticipating this visit, had given his 
instructions. 
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“What name shall I say, Sir?” inquired the official. 

“¢ There is my card.” 

The Major cooled his heels for some five minutes. 

“Mr. Hawker is engaged, Sir. Will you let him know 
on what business you have come ? ” 

“He knows my business perfectly well,” answered the 
Major sternly. “Tell him so and that I’m not in the 
mood to stand any nonsense.” 

Yes. Sir.” 

Of one thing Major Saxby was able to assure himself ; 
the playbill at the theatre did not exhibit his daughter’s 
name. Possibly the old ruffian had told a mere lie. As 
he stood fuming, the official came back and reported 
that Mr. Hawker could only spare a minute or two. The 
Major was led into a room, and the manager rose to receive 
him with cold dignity. 

“Well, Sir? Did you receive my letter this morning ? 
Pray be as brief as possible. Iam very busy.” 

“What is the meaning of this insolence ? ” 

“ Be careful, Major! One word too much, and I’ll 
have you kicked into the street. What the deuce do 
you mean, Sir, by talking about insolence? At con- 
siderable inconvenience to myself, I went from Wattle- 
borough to your house to speak with you about your 
daughter, who had applied to me for advice and assist- 
ance. You remember, no doubt, how I was received. 
By Gad, Sir, I am not accustomed to such treatment ! 
Whether you know it or not, my position and my career 
entitle me to respect, even from a Major Saxby. And 
that respect I will have, Sir, or know the reason why.” 

The Major began to recognise a kindred spirit, and 
the explanation of Mr. Hawker’s call at Medlow House 
in a great measure disarmed him. 
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“'There has been a grievous misunderstanding, Mr. 
Hawker,” he said, quietly. ‘“ When you came to Medlow, 
you found me in a great hurry, and, I will add, in a very 
bad temper. I think, as you had brought news of such 
moment to me, you should have overlooked my hasti- 
ness ; but of that we’ll say no more. Have the kindness 
to explain this astounding letter of yours.” 

Deliberately and somewhat pompously, the manager 
made known all that concerned Miss Saxby. 

“ She played last night, Major,” he added, “and played, 
I am bound to say, very well, everything considered. 
This young lady has a future; and, in my opinion, 
it would be unpardonable to interfere with her manifest 
vocation. I am prepared, Major Saxby, to——” 

The listener could control himself no longer. 

“What you are prepared to do, Mr. Hawker, does 
not in the least concern me. I must immediately see 
my daughter.” 

“ By all means. You will find her at the Bull Hotel, 
where she is probably receiving instruction from Mrs. 
Hawker.” 

Fiery words quivered upon his tongue, but the Major 
kept them back. He could not trust himself to say 
anything at all, and with merely a bow left the room. 
Mr. Hawker sat down and chuckled; but, foreseeing 
the issue of Miss Saxby’s interview with her father, he 
also sighed over the loss of a more promising pupil than 
had for a long time come under his hands. ‘ 

Major Saxby was detained at the hotel for nearly 
an hour. In the end, a cab conveyed him and his 
daughter to the station. Miss Saxby was weeping, not, 
however, inconsolably; the Major, perspiring freely, 
kept a grave, but not severe, silence. 


THE ELIXIR 


The Elixir 


i 1886, I chanced to be spending a few weeks in a 
manufacturing town in the Midlands. I was en- 
grossed in business which allowed me little leisure, and 
which brought me into contact with only two or three 
of the townsfolk ; of local story and gossip I knew next 
to nothing. One evening, as I took the air in a ramble 
along the main streets, my eye was caught by a move- 
ment of people towards a public building. I discovered 
that a political meeting was about to be held, and idle 
curiosity took me into the Hall. Home Rule was the 
topic of the day ; Mr. Gladstone’s Home Rule Bill had 
set the town in a ferment, and Conservative feeling was 
eager to utter itself from a crowded platform. Speeches 
neither good nor bad consumed as much time as I cared 
to give to this kind of entertainment ; I wished to get 
away, and was calculating the chances of doing so with- 
out annoyance to myself or others, when an excited 
murmur among the assembly caused me to look with 
interest at the new speaker who was just rising. A tall, 
handsome, middle-aged man, dark-eyed, dark-bearded, 
his face flushed, and a fine energy in his attitude as he 
began to speak—a very different type from those I had 
been observing. The first notes of his voice affected 
me oddly ; I seemed to know the man, to have heard 
him talk, and yet I could not altogether attach any 
memory to his features. 
“Who is that ? ” I whispered to my neighbour. 
91 
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“Mr. Orgreave—don’t you know?” 

“ Manufacturer ? ” 

“Yes. Stood for the Radicals at last election, and 
got beaten.” 

Mr. Orgreave was making a remarkably good speech, 
and that in spite of the groans, hisses, angry outcries, 
which punctuated his periods. He had evidently come 
to beard the Conservative lion in its den ; he enjoyed the 
tumult his oratory aroused ; his eyes flashed with the 
joy of battle, and his voice rose triumphant over the 
noisy wrath of the meeting. No political speech I ever 
heard gave me so much pleasure. The man was on 
fire with his conviction, and flung out his defiances right 
gloriously. All the time, I kept wondering who it was 
that—in voice at all events—he so much resembled. 
The result of his harangue was uproar, ending in mere 
chaos. Somewhere about midnight I struggled out of the 
howling and hustling crowd, and found my way home. 
And the next day I kept bursting into laughter over the 
recollection of that speech and its consequences. 

I was very busy. Mr. Orgreave passed out of my mind. 

Shortly after my return to London, chance brought 
me into the company of an interesting man whom I had 
lost sight of for a good many years. His name was 
Holland ; we had known each other slightly, in our salad 
days, and coming together with new causes for interest 
in each others’ lives, we talked much of old times and 
old acquaintances, 

““T wonder,” said Holland once, after a fit of musing, 
“what became of Shacklewell, You knew Shackle- 
well? Yes, of course you did.” = 

“Shacklewell! It’s long since I thought of him. 
You probably knew him much better than I did.” 
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‘** At one time we were very thick. Dead long since, 
no doubt. Probably dead in a hospital. The kind of 
fellow bound to go under.” 

I pondered my memories, and there arose before me 
a man of four-and-twenty, handsome, well-built, meant 
for health and long life, but ruined by his passions. A 
clever fellow, furiously ambitious, but never likely to do 
anything, so little had he of patience or self-management. 
Of his circumstances I remembered nothing. 

“ Poor, wasn’t he ? ” 

“Chronically hard up,” replied Holland. “ If he’s 
alive, he owes me a good many sovereigns. I found 
him one day in bed, scarcely able to move for want of 
food. ‘Why didn’t you let me know?’ I asked. And 
he said that he had come to a decision ; he would go to 
bed, and lie there, and if nobody came with help, he 
would just quietly starve to death. He was capable of 
it, too. Tremendous force of will in that fellow, but 
the kind of will that was no use to him. Yet I always 
felt that it only needed the right circumstances to make 
him as good and capable a man as any living.” 

I shook my head. 

“Did you ever know a case of redemption by change 
of circumstances ?—I mean, of a man like Shackwell, 
an out-and-outer.” 

“Perhaps not. And then, it wasn’t only money he 
wanted. He was mad about women.” 

‘Vice ? or romance ? ” 

“Why, I think the latter,” Holland replied. “TI 
can’t be quite sure, and at that time of life one doesn’t 
distinguish very carefully, but I never thought of him as 
vicious. Of course he took what was offered, and I 
remember one or two nasty scrapes; I believe he got 
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into the Divorce Court among other things. But no; 
I think he had the ideal before him, the romantic ideal. 
Did you ever hear him read love-poetry ? It was rather 
fine : I’ve often thought of it. If he could have married 
the right woman—but there was no chance of that, 
no chance.” 

We brooded. 

“Who were his people ? ” 

“Oh, very obscure, I imagine ; he never spoke of them. 
I don’t know where he came from, or where he had got 
his education. Shouldn’t wonder if he was somebody’s 
illegitimate son, cut adrift with a little money, to go to 
the devil. Poor chap, he’s there, no doubt.” 

“You never heard of him after you left England ? ” 

“Never. JI remember our last meeting. Shacklewell 
was drunk, poor old boy, and talked wildly. He asked me, 
among other suggestive questions, whether a man mightn’t 
turn pirate somewhere in the Pacific, and so get enough 
to begin life with! And he talked about some woman— 
somebody else’s wife, of course—who had offered him 
a thousand pounds, which, of course, he refused. I 
never knew what to believe of those stories, but I think 
he was capable of refusing even a thousand pounds; I 
never saw a trace of the cad in him! Well, we said 
good-bye, and promised to write to each other. I did 
write, after a year, but the letter came back through the 
office. And no one has ever been able to give me news 
of Shacklewell.” 

I think it must have been nearly three months after 
this conversation that Holland and I found ourselves 
dining together at the National Liberal Club, guests of a 
friend of ours whom it is needless to name, an excellent 
fellow—politician, poet and many another thing—who was 
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never so happy as when he played host at a sumptuous 
board. The party happened to be rather a large one, 
a score at least; it celebrated some forgotten occasion. 
Arriving early, I was at once presented to a man whom I 
really felt glad to meet, no other than my eloquent 
defender of Home Rule, Mr. Orgreave. He looked at me, 
I thought, with peculiar intentness, and pressed my 
hand very cordially. Encouraged by this behaviour, I 
told him that, in a way, I had already made his acquaint- 
ance: the story amused him vastly, and he laughed as 
hearty a laugh as ever I heard. After five minutes’ 
talk, my interest in the man grew toa strong liking. He, 
on his side, seemed to have a corresponding feeling, 
and when he merrily suggested that I should run down 
to the borough he yet hoped to represent, and support 
him on the platform at another noisy meeting, I answered 
~ that I would certainly do so. 

Holland was one of the last to arrive ; a minute or two 
afterwards we had taken our seats at table, where I was 
glad to find that I had Orgreave for a neighbour. Just 
opposite was Holland. He, I soon noticed, seemed to 
be paying particular attention to my new friend, listen- 
ing to all he said, and often gazing fixedly at him. Once 
or twice our eyes met, and in Holland’s I saw such a 
strange look, such an expression of puzzlement and 
uneasiness, that I wondered what was the matter with 
him. No sooner did we rise after dinner than I stepped 
towards him ; he, I found, was making still more eagerly 
for me ; he caught my arm and drew me aside. 

“ Who was that on your left hand ?” he asked, abruptly 
and earnestly. 

“A man called Orgreave; wealthy manufacturer 
down at——, a delightful fellow.” 
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“Good God! I would have sworn it was Shacklewell.” 

As the words fell from his lips, I experienced the 
strangest sensation. At once I knew of whose voice it 
was that Orgreave’s reminded me; of course it was 
the voice of that half-forgotten fellow, Shacklewell. 
And the laugh—yes, that, too, was Shacklewell’s. All 
this I imparted to Holland, who, whilst we talked, still 
kept his eyes on Orgreave. 

“It’s the most extraordinary resemblance I ever 
knew,” he murmured. “ The beard, of course, makes 
a difference, but if one could imagine Shacklewell with 
ten years of prosperity behind him. And, do you know 
what?” He lowered his voice. “That man keeps 
eyeing us in a very queer way; indeed he does. 
Hanged if I don’t ask Ned to introduce me, and have 
a talk with him.” 

This he did ; with the result that, when I parted from 
him that night, he could think and speak of but one 
subject; the astounding resemblance, blended with 
curious differences, of Orgreave and the lost Shacklewell. 

“T didn’t like to ask if he had a relative of that name. 
It might be a sore point. But I shall certainly be driven 
to do it if I meet him again.” 

Two days later I had a note from Holland. It ran 
somehow thus : 


* Dear G , it is Shacklewell, no other than Shackle- 
well, the very Shacklewell we used to know. If it 
hadn’t been I should have puzzled myself into Bedlam. 
I met him last night, at another dinner, and afterwards, 
with a queer look, he asked me if I would go and have a 
smoke with him at his hotel. An astounding story! 
You shall hear all I know of it when we meet.” 
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That event happened speedily, and I learnt the outlines 
of Shacklewell’s adventures. But better was when I 
heard the story from his own lips, six months afterwards. 
The old acquaintance and the new friendship had by 
that time blended; I was staying at the man’s house, 
knew his wife and children, and felt thoroughly at 
home with him. Over our pipes by the fireside, he 
unbosomed himself. 

“ By the bye,” was his first remark tending thither 
wards, “ I don’t think I owe you any money, dol?” 

“Money ? ” 

“ From fifteen years ago, I mean.” His smile did me 
good. “I owed Holland a few pounds, and I’ve paid 
them. But I don’t think I ever had the impudence to 
borrow from you.” 

I reassured him. 

“IT never cadged and sponged, thank heaven.” He 
spread his hands over the fire. “ Holland, and one or 
two other fellows, could afford to keep a poor devil 
going. Youcan’t think how difficult I find it to revive 
that part of my life. I mean that it’s gone so misty 
and remote. Yet I force myself to think it back now 
and then, just because gratitude is a good thing. On 
the day when I forget to feel grateful to my wife, I 
shall be pretty near the end of all things.” 

I knew that he could never mention his wife without 
a softening of the voice. There was an odd glistening 
in his eyes as he spoke of her now. 

“You marvel at the change in me, don’t you? The 
change in me myself, apart from circumstances. The 
elixir, my dear fellow—the elixir ! ” 

** What do you mean?” 

“J mean happiness. That’s what transformed me, 
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gave me a new life, a clean soul! In my case there was 
no other salvation. My ideal woman, and a solid 
income. Pretty large demands, I’m aware; but it was 
my destiny, you see. I’m the one man in a tnillion 
who gets what he wants, and, having got it, I had drunk 
the elixir of life. I don’t maintain that it’s a fine type 
of character, but it’s mine. On the one hand, death 
blaspheming in a gutter; on the other, a life of health 
and splendid happiness, with philosophy enough to face 
the end. No third possibility in my case. And here 
you see me.” 

I looked at him well, and I confess I envied him. 

“One ought to believe in God, I suppose. The 
truth is, I do, in a way. Only I can’t see why I was so 
guided. What led me half across England in those days 
of despair, fifteen years ago? My wife believes in the 
good old Providence, and I shall end by thinking the 
same.” 

“Come, tell me about it. You were tramping ? ” 

“Tt was a morning of summer, not long after Holland 
went to India. I got up, and asked myself how I was 
going to eat that day. A bedroom at a shilling a night, 
paid for in advance ; my luggage—a comb, a tooth-brush, 
and a little bundle of underclothing. I owned nothing 
else in the world, and hadn’t a farthing in my pockets. 

“T went out, and walked along the streets. It was 
me, I suppose, but I can’t realise it. I was close on 
madness. It had to be death, I thought, and I couldn’t 
decide on the manner of it ; I had arguments with myself, 
The river was best; I walked eastward, aiming at the 
docks. 

“Somewhere, in a decent street, a faintness came 
over me, and I had to sit down on a doorstep. Presently 
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the door opened, and a woman came out, a young, 
pretty woman. ‘What’s the matter?’ she asked. 
‘Hunger,’ I said—in fact I hadn’t eaten much for two 
or three days. As soon as she heard that, she took out : 
her purse, and offered me sixpence; and I accepted it, 
thanking her. What’s more, I bought food. 

“ After eating, I strolled on, doubtful about the 
river. I believe it was that woman’s good and pretty 
face that did it—made me think of all I was going to 
lose. I must have said to myself, ‘By heaven! Ill 
have another try.’ I stopped at a stationer’s shop with 
the idea of asking if they knew of any employment. 
But in the window was an open number of the Illus- 
trated London News-——open at a picture called “The 
Tramp.” A picture of a jolly, ragged fellow, eating 
bread and cheese on the grass, in a lovely bit of lane— 
at that moment the most alluring picture I ever saw. 
And I said to myself, ‘Go on the tramp! Go out into 
the fields and lanes and beg a crust, and sleep under the 
hedge, and, after a day or two, see how life looks.’ And 
I started straight away—right off into open Essex, 
and somehow feeling better than for a long time. Yes, 
I can get back that feeling—the wonderful hope that 
shot up in me. I do believe in Providence; I can’t 
help!” 

He looked at me with wide eyes, marvelling at his 
own story; and I felt the thrill which is sometimes 
communicated by a passionate speaker. 

“T tramped, and I begged, and I was alive a week 
after. Alive and well. I felt as if I was making for 
some point—some definite goal. Yet I never thought 
of the road; I just went straight forward, and, queer 
thing, many a time I was in great spirits, enjoying the 
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glorious country, picking flowers, singing songs. It 
happened to be superb weather. I had a bathe now and 
then, and felt it did me good. I remember once, when I 
‘was stripped, looking at my strong, shapely limbs, and 
saying to myself that I couldn’t have been made to die 
like a scrofulous East-end cripple. Every day I had more 
faith in life. When I begged at a cottage door, I must 
have looked and spoken as if I were doing the people 
a favour by asking them for bread. I grew arrogant in 
a sense of liberty and hopefulness! Wasn’t it all strange ? 

“T got a long way north; as far as—well, as far as 
a village not a mile from here. That day I hadn’t 
been able to beg much food ; towards night I felt very 
hungry. Wandering through fields, I came to a little 
gate that opened into an orchard ; beyond I could see 
the roof of a house, not large, but something more than 
a cottage. Apples tempted me ; I thought I would 
risk it, and take one or two which no one would ever 
miss, ‘The place seemed quiet enough, no one was likely 
to come into the orchard at that moment. I opened 
the wicket, I plucked three apples, I turned back; and 
there on the outer side of the gate, a girl was standing 
—a lady. 

“¢ Do you want someone ?’ she asked. 

“¢No, I have been stealing apples.’ 

“Those were the very words. I answered them with- 
out thought. I had to say just those words and no 
others. ’ 

“She looked at me in astonishment. Of course there 
was an incongruity between my accent and my appear- 
ance. She looked at me and I at her. I didn’t think 
her beautiful—until she smiled. She was about three-and- 
twenty, nicely dressed. Just the hair, just the com- 
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plexion I loved in a woman. And when she smiled, I 
had something come over me. 

“*“ Why do you steal apples ?’ she asked—an exquisite 
voice. 

““* Because I’m hungry! I’ve tried to beg food, but 
have had no luck to-day.’ 

** ¢ You don’t speak like a beggar.’ 

*** No, I wasn’t born to it.’ 

“IT could see she wanted to go past me, and I came 
out into the field, and moved a little away. When she 
was on the orchard side of the gate she spoke again. 

“** Tf you are in want, go round to the front door of 
this house and ask-to see Mr. Littlestone.’ 

“1 watched her away through the trees, and then 
I did what she had told me. A servant showed me into 
a dining-room, and there came a pleasant old fellow, with 
cheeks like the apples I had in my pocket, and began to 
question me. Will you believe, that, ten minutes after, 
we were sitting in his library debating the doctrine of 
Determinism! I had said something which touched a 
sensitive point in him ; he stood for the freedom of the 
will, and took me into his study to read me a passage 
from Coleridge? I didn’t give way, and my independence 
seemed to please him. 

“¢Well,’ he said, at length; ‘and where does the law 
of causation indicate that you shall sleep to-night ?’ 

“My hearty laugh flattered him, I suppose, and he 
held out some money—half a sovereign. 

“‘¢ There ! go to the inn and make yourself a bit more 
presentable, and—if it has been so fore-ordained— 
come to-morrow morning at ten and ask to see me.’ 

“Next day I told him everything. The story 
bewildered him a little, and now and then he didn’t look 
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very pleased. But in the end he said that, if I really 
wanted to support myself, he thought he could get me 
something to do in the neighbouring town. My whole 
mind was so changed that I eagerly accepted his offer ; 
anything, I said, any sort of work that gave a,man a 
chance in the world. So he sent me into the town 
to call on a friend of his, a manufacturer. And in a day 
or two I was sitting on a stool doing the kind of work I had 
been accustomed to years before, and which I thought 
I would die rather than begin again.” 

At this point, he gave me a sketch of his life before 
I had ever known him. Needless to repeat the details, 
but they filled a gap in my understanding of his history, 
and made what followed somewhat more credible. 

“Just a year after—the very anniversary of the day 
on which I stole the apples—I was married. I can’t 
say that I ever felt a surprise at what had happened to 
me. ‘The second time I went to Mr. Littlestone’s (to 
tell him that I had got a place) I saw again the girl who 
had met me in the orchard, and I said to myself ‘ There 
is my wife.’ To anyone else the thought would have 
seemed lunacy; but I knew. One thing I couldn’t 
foresee,” he added, laughing, “ was that I should begin 
the new life with a new name.” 

** Miss Orgreave had no male relatives ? ” I remarked. 

“Nor female either. Old Littlestone, when I 
staggered him with the news that she had consented to 
be my wife, told me of the provision in her father’s will, 
that whoever married her should take the name of 
Orgreave. It mattered nothing to me; in fact, I was 
glad of it—glad to shake off the last bit of my old self. 
When I heard how wealthy I was going to be, I smiled 
carelessly—never was such a philosopher! Having won 
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the ideal woman, a huge host of money seemed only 
a natural appendage, the kind of thing one might have 
expected to follow.” 

I mused a little, then said : 

““T won’t, of course, ask you how you won your wife. 
But perhaps you wouldn’t mind telling me whether your 
position had improved at all before the wooing began.” 

Shacklewell (or Orgreave) gave one of his joyous 
laughs. 

“ Devil a bit! I earned twenty-five shillings a week 
all through the year. As a matter of fact—there’s no 
reason why I shouldn’t tell you—all my love-making was 
done through the post. Like my impudence, wasn’t it ? 
I wrote to Miss Orgreave ten days after I got my place 
as clerk. No answer. I wrote a second time. Answer: 
Three lines. I wrote every week—every three days— 
every day! I shouldn’t wonder if they were the best 
love-letters man ever composed. Some day I shall ask 
my wife to let me see them again. I remember saying 
in one of them something like this: ‘ Now if I were a 
girl in your position, I should be tempted by the chance 
of working a sort of miracle. Here’s a man, crazy with 
love of you, one of the few men to whom a woman’s 
love is the crown of all things. He has been down into 
hell—and narrowly escaped staying there. He has 
known all along that his only hope lay in the wild pos- 
sibility of his attaining happiness. Leave him in his 
poverty and his misery, and he would sink, sink, choked 
at lastin mud. Lift him out of it, and he would become 
a man, clean, strong and joyous. Doesn’t the thought 
tempt you? You have the elixir of life; won’t you 
give me a draught of it, and watch the miracle that 
follows?’ Well, it might have been buncombe, you 
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know, but it wasn’t. I meant it from my soul, and she 
knew that I meant it, and she had faith in her power. 
And here you see me!” 

Yes, I saw him, and admired him, and thought him the 
one favourite of fortune I had ever known. He lived 
with such gusto that to come near him was to imbibe 
something of his joy in life. He imparted vigour to 
all with whom he talked. Of the woman to whom he 
owed everything (save the inborn capacity for happiness), 
I shall only say that one divined in her his fit companion ; 
before others she was reserved and a trifle shy, but her 
few soft words always carried excellent sense, and her 
beautiful eyes had, at moments, a glow which fascinated. 
That she was more than proud of her husband, one saw 
whenever they were together; all his aims were hers, 
and hers all his gallant enthusiasms. ‘They had three 
children at that time 

I am writing of spring-time, 1887. Much has happened 
since then. When I called on Mrs. Orgreave a year 
ago, her daughter walked with me to the churchyard, 
where two boys and their father lie in the same grave. 

** My mother is sad sometimes,” she said, ‘‘ but never 
gloomy, never embittered by her sorrows. She has a 
wonderful belief in happiness, and lives only to procure 
it for as many as she can. She often says: ‘Let people 
know happiness if it is only for one day.? And my father 
used to say the same.” 

** He had reason for his faith.” 

“T know. Not long ago I read the story of his life, 
which he wrote in the last year.” 

“T heard it once from his own lips,” I said, 
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The Light on the Tower 


RS. FLEETWOOD had sat for an hour or two 
brooding darkly. Feeling at length the chill 
of the January evening, she rose to stir the fire ; a flame 
presently made fiftul illumination of the objects about her, 
hitherto obscured in the deepening of dusk. ‘The room 
was her husband’s study; portraits of statesmen and 
politicians hung about the walls, and on the writing 
table lay blue-books, reviews, piles of newspapers. 

After a few more minutes of silence, she again raised 
herself, as if with reluctant effort, from the fireside 
chair, and lit a lamp. Then she went to the window. 
Whilst lowering the blind, she gazed over the house- 
tops at the northern sky, still broken and mottled with 
pale aftergleams of daylight. In the direct line of 
her view, far away, and set on an expanse of gloom 
above the city’s horizon, shone steadily a clear, star-like 
beacon. It was the light upon the clock tower at 
Westminster. 

With look and movements of weary distaste, Mrs. 
Fleetwood began to turn over some of the periodicals 
on the table ; a knock at the door interrupted her, and a 
female servant looked in. 

“ Mr. Budge has called, ’m. He wants to know when 
master is likely to be at home.” 

“Say not until late this evening,” answered the lady, 
with a decision which evidently came of annoyance. 
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But the voice was as far as possible from suggesting ill- 
nature. Her face, though excessively worried, had the 
lines of long-enduring gentleness, and pleased a fastidious 
eye. She was dressed becomingly and as a woman of 
simple tastes. : 

In less than a quarter of an hour the servant again 
showed herself. 

“Mr. Willis, ’m. As master isn’t in, he would like 
to see you.” 

Mrs. Fleetwood, plainly on the point of refusing, 
seemed to hold a brief debate with herself. It ended in 
the admission of the caller, whose step was heard briskly 
ascending. ‘There entered a man of less than thirty, 
rather shabbily dressed, but with gloves and a silk hat; 
he stepped forward in a very animated way, and spoke 
at once, almost breathlessly : 

“‘ Have you heard the news, Mrs. Fleetwood ? Merri- 
man is dead—accident in the hunting-field. The 
evening papers have it. Your husband must stand! 
Of course he will stand ? ” 

“T really can’t say.” She spoke with difficulty, a 
prey to sudden nervousness. ‘“ I—I don’t think he is 
prepared ss 

“Oh, that would be such an awful disappointment 
to all his friends! I am sure you will persuade him, 
Mrs. Fleetwood. Merriman had made himself awfully 
unpopular. It’s a splendid chance for a Radical candi- 
date. I’m convinced your husband has nothing to do 
but to show himself. When will he be home? Where 
could I find him? If he likes, I’ll run down to Water- 
bury at once.” 

The lady sat with her cheek propped upon her hand ; 
she had slightly coloured and was thinking intently. 


109 The Light on the Tower 


Before she could speak a voice sounded from within 
the house, and at once she stood up. 

‘‘ Here is my husband.” 

There was loud talk and laughter on the stairs. The 
study door flew open, and Fleetwood, followed by a 
friend, made abrupt appearance. He looked nearly 
forty, a good many years older than his wife, and on 
his countenance, as on hers, turbid life had made an 
impression ; his eyes gleamed with inordinate hilarity ; 
his cheeks were on fire. It was not the face of a man 
endowed with high gifts ; one could not credit him with 
the power of ruling; but a contagious faculty of enthu- 
siasm he undoubtedly possessed, and it appeared at its 
full in this moment. 

“ Ha, Willis! Then you’re before us with the news. 
I see Mary has heard it. Gimble, let me introduce you 
to my wife. You know Mrs. Gimble very well by name, 
Mary. Willis, you’ll stay and dine with us. We have 
to talk this business over. There'll be some other men 
dropping in later.” 

Mr. Gimble had not a prepossessing exterior ; he was 
grizzled, snub-nosed, thick-necked, and baggy at the 
knees. Mrs. Fleetwood shrank from the pressure of 
his fat hand. The necessity of having to provide for 
unexpected guests excused her speedy withdrawal 
from the room, and, as soon as she was gone, the three 
men began to talk noisily, uproariously. Peculiarities 
of speech seemed to prove that Fleetwood’s excitement 
had been aided by strong liquor; the others were sober 
enough, but evidently did their best to maintain their 
host’s mood of exhilaration. Willis, an irregularly 
employed journalist, came from the town of Waterbury, 
and spoke as though his services would be invaluable 
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there during an election. The man Gimble, of obscure 
calling, seemed well acquainted with arts of political 
agitation, and professed a special knowledge of the 
borough justmade mem berless by Mr. Merriman’s 
death. ‘ 

“TI can’t promise, mind you!” Fleetwood kept 
shouting. “There are several things to be decided. 
I must have a distinct and respectable invitation in any 
case. I promise nothing! ” 

He had sat in Parliament, but only for half a year— 
the brief Parliament of 1886. On his presenting him- 
self again to the electors of Waterbury, flood-tide Con- 
servatism swept him out of sight. He stood again at 
the General Election of ’92, and again was signally 
defeated. Now, only a year later, he had a reason for 
delaying his decision, which might, indeed, be suspected 
by his two friends, though they hoped the suspicion was 
unfounded. Fleetwood was practically at the end of 
his means; he knew not how to meet the expenses of 
a contest, still less how to subsist when it was over. 

Fleetwood began life with plentiful provision, as the 
elder son of a man enriched by commerce, His convivial 
tastes, overflowing good nature, and conspicuous clever- 
ness, surrounded him with innumerable friends, not 
a few of them more or less harmful parasites. Nominally 
he studied the law, but at thirty his profession still 
served merely as a disgraceful disguise of indolent and 
wasteful life. With his father, though often incurring 
severe rebuke, he remained on friendly terms until, 
in the year 1885, he began to take part in politics. Old 
Mr. Fleetwood would have nothing to do with a demo- 
crat. Against all his immediate interests, the young 
man took an extreme position on the popular side, and, 
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in the year following, was elected member for Waterbury. 
One other thing he did which completed the alienation 
between himself and his father. To Mr. Fleetwood’s 
satisfaction, Robert had shown himself impressed by the 
charms of a certain Miss Halley, an heiress and a brilliant 
person ; there seemed every likelihood of marriage between 
them. But here again politics intervened. Robert 
not only turned his back upon Miss Halley ; in the flush 
of his success at Waterbury he wooed and wedded a 
young lady of no social distinctions, and dowered not 
at all. After this his father gave him no more counten- 
ance. Dying a year later, Mr. Fleetwood left his eldest 
son a mere competence ; the mass of his wealth fell to 
the younger brother, Thomas, a prudent and amiable 
gentleman. Scarcely was the time of mourning over, 
when Thomas Fleetwood married Miss Halley—a con- 
summation whereat Robert laughed with boisterous 
merriment. 

By the wide circle of his friends, admirers, and hangers- 
on great things were expected of Fleetwood in Parliament. 
That he did nothing at all might be explained by the 
cruel fate which attached him to so short-lived an Adminis- 
tration. He had not even time to open his lips in the 
House. But this experience of public life was quite 
long enough to exert a disastrous effect upon Fleetwood’s 
character and prospects. His excitable temper proved 
unequal to the strain of that half-year with its crowded 
emotions. When at the next election he had to go 
through a fierce struggle, ending in utter defeat, his 
health broke down, and so alarming were the symptoms 
that his young wife feared a mental derangement. They 
went abroad together, and Fleetwood seemed to become 
himself again ; but the position in which he found him- 
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self after his father’s death affected him more sensibly 
than he would confess. Hitherto intolerant of solitude, 
he now frequently spent a day in lonely brooding 
over his disasters. ‘Thereupon came violent reaction : 
uproarious gatherings in his own house or elsewhere, 
when he played the part of a “man with a future”; 
intoxicated himself with flattery, genuine or interested ; 
committed extravagances of every kind; and, as though 
intentionally, hurried on the day when he would be 
face to face with the bare problem of how to live. 

Between him and his wife there existed a profound 
attachment—proof, it seemed, against every trial. Mary 
Fleetwood not only loved her husband, but admired 
him as a man of extraordinary powers, and for a long 
time maintained unshaken her belief in his future great- 
ness. It was only when a conviction of his defects had 
been forced upon her, that she would listen for a moment 
to the natural fears of a woman in her position. Accus- 
tomed to his moods of boundless exhilaration, she could 
not at first perceive that he was entering upon the vul- 
gar path of the men who decline through drink. When 
the fact became indisputable, she exerted herself to the 
utmost for his salvation ; and Fleetwood, often enough 
aware of the peril, wished nothing better than that his 
wife should save him. They tried lonely retreats, but 
the habits of a lifetime were too strong ; the man rushed 
back into society, unable to exist without the sound of 
applauding voices. And each reaction of the kind 
brought him manifestly nearer to his doom. 

Mary herself urged him to stand again for Waterbury 
at the election of 1892. She knew by this time how vain 
it was to hope that he would devote himself to any 
ordinary calling ; but occupation he must have, or perish. 
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She was still convinced, moreover, that Parliament 
offered him the career to which he was born; she still 
dreamed of sitting in the Ladies’ Gallery and hearing 
her husband’s voice ring forth in triumphant eloquence. 
Fleetwood threw himself eagerly into the fray. When 
defeat flung him into obscurity once more, he made a 
confession of dire things hitherto concealed from his 
wife. For some time they had been living upon their 
capital; a foolish speculation had ended calamitously ; 
the only question now was—where to turn for the 
necessities of life. 

They gave up their comfortable house at Hampstead, 
and went into seaside lodgings to review the situation. 
Here, one morning, Fleetwood alarmed his wife by an 
outburst of extravagant rage such as she had never 
known in him. He brought her a letter. 

“This is from Tom. I wrote to him, asking for help. 
Wasn’t it the natural thing to do? Isn’t he very rich, 
and to some extent at my expense? Look what he 
writes |” 

Thomas Fleetwood, with whom his brother had 
scarcely held any communication since the junior’s 
marriage, wrote amiably enough, but declared himself 
quite unable to accede to Robert’s request. Why had 
Robert done nothing all these years ?_ Why had he lived 
such a very wild life, with profitless associates ? No, no, 
he must play the man, and help himself out of his hobble. 

“You know what this means?” cried Fleetwood. 
“It’s his wife. She bears malice against me, and she 
hates you. That’s her nature, as I told you. Thank 
Heaven, I stopped in time, when I felt inclined to make 
a fool of myself about that woman! She has Tom 
under her thumb; he daren’t do anything without her 
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consent. Simpleton! That woman wants to see you 
brought down—the lower the better. Well, this is 
just what I needed. Now to work! You shall have 
reason for your faith in me yet, Mary.” ; 

Mary glowed. Hope reawoke in her, and for, some 
days she kept a timid stillness, awaiting some great step 
on her husband’s part. The next thing she heard from 
him was that his brother had sent five hundred pounds. 

“Has had to do it stealthily, you see. Of course 
his wife saw the other letter. In this he says that he 
will give not a penny more. Well, I shall take it; I 
don’t know what to do without it. It supplies me with 
a foothold.” 

They now took this little house in South London, 
and Fleetwood seemed to work. Unhappily, comrades 
gathered about him. As was natural, his associates were 
no longer those of the day of prosperity; he made 
acquaintances in all sorts of ways and all sorts of places ; 
men such as Willis and Gimble, far from satisfactory 
companions in Mary’s view. Yet she knew that a circle 
was necessary to him; hopeless to think of his living 
without moderate conviviality, and the encouragement 
of admirers. He must feel himself a man of importance, 
a man with a future. And as the months went on he 
sank into the evil habit once more. His intoxication 
was nowadays more easy to distinguish from extravagant 
enthusiasm than in times of brighter hope. Mary saw 
him occasionally prostrate, and wept in shame. ; 

After one of these bouts, Fleetwood fell a prey to 
voiceless dejection. At such times he would sit, in 
darkness, by his study window, and stare persistently 
towards the far-off light on the tower at Westminster. 
From something he once said, Mary learnt that in this 
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way he strove to animate his ambition, to raise his soul 
from the slough of vicious indolence. So she let him 
brood alone. Her own influence, she sadly recognised, 
was not strong enough to rescue him, in spite of his 
unfailing love. 

Instead of a wholesome stimulus to effort, the thought 
of Parliamentary honours grew in him to a fixed idea, a 
morbid possession; sometimes it appeared hardly dis- 
tinguishable from the visions of an unsound mind. 
Undoubtedly his memory of the year 1886 had become 
self-deceptive ; he spoke of things he had never done, 
of conversations with leading statesmen which he cer- 
tainly had never held, as though they were the common- 
places of reminiscence. In other respects his intellect 
was sound enough, however shattered his will. As a 
matter of course, he lived with scant regard for economy. 
Mary suspected, and with justice, that his eulogistic 
friends were in one way or another paid for their devo- 
tion. Fleetwood never allowed it to be known how 
narrowly he was circumstanced, and the men now 
about him were such as would cling on for the sake of a 
dinner, a restaurant supper, or a casual sovereign at 
need. Probably no one believed in his chance of again 
sitting in Parliament for Waterbury or any other borough ; 
but several of his parasites saw amusement and profit to 
be got out of the few week’s electioneering. 

This evening, after dinner, a company of half a dozen 
gathered in Fleetwood’s study. Mary, shaken with 
alternations of hope and fear, heard the thunder of her 
husband’s voice ever and anon rising above less authori- 
tative shouts. Of course, the party had been supplied 
with abundant drink. When at length they broke up, 
one of them had a nasty fallon the stairs. Mary, 
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dreading lest it should be her husband, ran out, but at 
once reassured, retreated hurriedly from the scene of 
bacchanalian tumult. 

When all was quiet, Fleetwood’s voice called Softly. 
His wife at once joined him in the study, but so intol- 
erable was the atmosphere that the first thing she did 
was to open the window. Fleetwood stepped up behind 
her. 

“ Look ! ” he said, in a voice thick from over-straining. 
“There shines the light! ‘They’re at it—they’re at 
it? 

In the same instant the gleam disappeared. 

“Gone! Has it gone? Or are my eyes ee 

“Tt has gone,” said Mary, shuddering as the cold 
night air struck upon her. ‘ Stand out of the draught, 
Robert. The room will be better in a minute.” 

“Mary!” He took her by the shoulders, and gazed 
at her with peculiar steadfastness. “ Mary, how am I 
to manage it =” 

To her surprise she saw that he was not greatly 
overcome with the night’s potations. Perhaps the 
momentousness of his position had helped him to 
refrain. 

** You haven’t enough even for the expenses ? ” 

“T don’t think so. No, Ihaven’t. And afterwards ? ” 

‘But then—how can we think of it at all, dear?” 
she asked grievously. 

“How can we not think of it?” Fleetwood cried, 
like a desperate man. “It’s my last, and only hope. 
Put me in Parliament, and I have a future. Deny me 
that chance, and I have no chance of any sort. No 
chance, by Heaven!” 

He had never spoken in this clear-sighted way, with 
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this peculiar accent of fatality. Mary had a stern 
conviction that he spoke the truth—at all events in 
his dread alternative. She could, moreover, still force 
herself to hope that Parliament might be his 
redemption. . 

“‘ What plan have you ?” she asked. 

The man stood with eyes downcast, his attitude sug- 
gesting that he had conceived a project, which, for 
some reason, he could not readily explain. 

“So it is hopeless to look to your brother?” Mary 
added. 

“JT don’t know. That’s the question. Let us have 
the window shut ; it’s all right here now. I'll tell you 
something that I kept to myself when it happened. 
A few months ago, knowing a general election wasn’t 
far off, I wrote to Tom and asked him whether he would 
help me to get into Parliament again. I told him the 
plain truth—that Parliament was my one aim and hope 
in life. He answered that I mustn’t expect anything 
more from him, and he tried to make out that the whole 
thing was a crazy idea. Why? Do you think so? 
Just tell me what you really think.” 

He fixed his reddened eyes upon her, and with so 
much pathos in his earnestness, that Mary could not have 
had the heart to discourage him, think what she might. 
But there was no need of putting constraint upon her- 
self; her belief in him grew with the demand for it. She 
remembered his public speeches of the great year when 
Waterbury (though by so small a majority) elected him. 
Oh, the happiness of that time! How he shone against 
the vulgar background of party squabbles! His elo- 
quence had the note of true enthusiasm—of a noble 
generosity. For all that had passed since then she still 
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knew him pure at heart, utterly free from the petty 
forms of self-seeking; inspired, at all his best moments, 
by a proud ambition. 

“He ought to help you,” she exclaimed. 

“Tt is his plain duty.” 

‘¢ And he would, Mary—but for his wife.” 

In speaking, Fleetwood tried to gaze at her steadily 
and with meaning, but his eyes fell before hers. 

“T know that woman,” he pursued. ‘I know what 
she wants. She hopes I shall come some day, and beg 
—beg of her. That would gratify her malice.” 

“ Impossible.” 

“Impossible, you mean, for me to do such a thing? 
I all but feel capable of it. I half believe I ought to 
do it. And not for my own sake alone. I have to think 
of you, Mary, as much as of myself.” 

The thought revolted her, and she exclaimed passion- 
ately against it. Such conduct would be unworthy of 
manhood ; nay, the circumstances of the case made it 
absolutely unthinkable. 

“You may be altogether wrong in your opinion of 
her,” she urged. ‘‘ What grounds have you ? ” 

He persisted with obstinate vehemence. His brother 
would not deny help ; Tom was a good, generous fellow, 
but deplorably weak. He had heard things about him, 
all proving his subjection to the imperious woman. 
By suing to her-—— 

“I won’t hear of it,” Mary interposed, with flushed 
face and eyes indignant. “ We won’t talk about it 
any more. It degrades you, Robert.” ' 

He turned from her, his head drooping, his counten- 
ance sunk in a profound despondency. Not another 
word was said of the matter in debate. In a few minutes 


SI 
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Fleetwood went to the bedroom. Mary sat for half an 
hour by the dying fire. 

After a short and troubled night she awoke at eight | 
o’clock, Her husband was sleeping heavily; he might 
not stir for another hour or two. Mary rose and dressed 
with all possible quietness; she dressed, not in the 
ordinary way, but for going out. Downstairs, after 
drinking a cup of coffee, she hurriedly wrote a few lines, 
and put them into an envelope directed to Robert; 
the servant would give him this letter as soon as he came 
down. ‘Then she left the house. 

Between nine and ten Fleetwood received his wife’s 
message, which ran thus : 


“TI think I shall be back to-night ; but it is not quite 
certain. Don’t be uneasy. I have thought of something 
which may help us. I shall certainly see you again 
to-morrow, if not to-night.” 


Fleetwood was astonished and troubled. The only 
conjecture he could make as to Mary’s purpose seemed 
very improbable, and was so repugnant to his feelings 
that he tried not to entertain it. Through the morning, 
however, it kept recurring to his mind. Naturally 
feeling unwell after last night’s excesses, he sat or reclined 
in the study until it was time to think of an appointment 
he had with Willis at a newspaper office. With the 
advancing day his spirits recovered something of their 
spring. Mary would not have gone off thus suddenly 
save on an errand which had rational hope in it. Most 
likely she had contrived something far more practical 
than his own wild ideas—she was one of the quiet 
women who upon occasion can show themselves full of 
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resource. Already he glowed with gratitude to her. 
In one way, at all events, he could repay her effort on 
his behalf: to-day he would drink nothing. When 
Mary came back she should find him calm, sober, a 
husband worthy of her. Mary was very patient with 
him, perhaps too patient, too tolerant. He never lost 
sight of her loyalty, never ceased to remind himself 
that, for her sake, if on no other account, he must redeem 
the promises of early life. And if, indeed, she helped 
him to use this present occasion 

But there was no time to waste. Perhaps this very 
day he ought to go down to Waterbury. Willis, how- 
ever, had promised to communicate by telegraph with 
certain people in the borough, and this afternoon there 
would doubtless be news. 

It was nearly two o’clock when he met the journalist. 

“Look here!” cried Willis, fluttering a telegram. 
“ Borwick, of Waterbury—you know old John Borwick, 
of course—wires that you ought to come at once. 
‘Capital opportunity. Committee forming.’ Didn’t I 
tell you? When can you start ?” 

“Not till to-morrow. But we can get ready the 
address to the electors. You’ve had lunch, I suppose ? ” 

Mr. Willis, having an appointment with Fleetwood 
at anything near luncheon time, would have deemed it 
foolish to go to the expense of a meal before they met. 
Together they repaired to a restaurant, and refreshed 
themselves heartily. Without forgetting his resolve, 
Fleetwood saw no harm in a bottle of Burgundy ; the 
journalist drank most of it. Had conviviality ended here, 
all would have been well; but, as a matter of course, 
Willis led his friend to resorts of talkative gentlemen 
somewhat out at elbows, where liqgour was the inevitable 
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accompaniment of political conversation. In a measure 
overcome before he knew it, Fleetwood ignored the 
state of his affairs, and talked as though he would cer- 
tainly contest the by-election at Waterbury. Impossible 
to resist the delight of being once more regarded and 
addressed as a “ coming man.” His eloquence made the 
wonted impression ; strangers broke off their own dia- 
logues, to give ear to him, and asked, “ Who is it?” 
Himself unconscious that he was drinking even more 
persistently than usual, Fleetwood at length excited 
smiles, and at this point Willis carried him off. 

“Can’t dine in town,” explained the great man. 
“Expecting important telegrams at home. Come with 
me ; we shall find a bone to pick, I daresay.” 

They got into a cab and reached Fleetwood’s house 
at about half-past seven. Mary had not returned, but 
there was a telegram, and from her. 


“ Go at once to Waterbury,” it ran. “ All arranged. 
Shall return early to-morrow.” 


Fleetwood, careless now of everything but his great 
end, gave a yell of joy. Willis took it up with a loud 
“ Hurrah!” 

“There!” exclaimed Fleetwood. “ That’s my 
wife’s doing. There’s a woman for you! Isn’t her 
like in England. She isn’t one of the talking women, 
Willis ; but true blood—trusty to the core—such a wife 
as few men have.” 

Up in the study he again examined the telegram. 
It had been despatched from a place of which he barely 
knew the name, and this puzzled him. He talked to 
himself about it, regardless of the journalist’s presence. 
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“What is she doing there? It isn’t what I supposed, 
after all, then. How the deuce has she managed it ? 
Never mind, I shall know soon enough. Can’t go to 
Waterbury till she gets back, Willis. Brave little woman ! 
She shall go down with us, of course.” 4 

A meal was set before them; they ate and drank, 
then sallied forth again in search of an acquaintance 
who lived in the neighbourhood. At something after 
midnight Fleetwold regained his home; he was just 
able to climb the stairs, to distinguish his bedroom door, 
and to close it behind him. 

He flung himself, as he was, on to the bed, but after 
rolling there for a minute or two, his drunken soul felt 
a desire to read once more that wondrous telegram 
which he had been carrying about with him. He groped 
and staggered to the gas, managed to turn it on, and 
only then remembered that he had not yet found a 
match. There was a box in his pocket, but empty. 
He groped for the dressing-table, knocked some things 
down, and abandoned the search as useless. Presently 
he was back upon the bed, supine and snoring. 

The gas, fully turned on, poured forth into the pitch 
dark room, and continued to do so hour after hour. 

Mary Fleetwood was sleeping at an inn in the country 
town, whence she had sent her message to London. 
Resolved to undertake herself the humiliating endeavour 
suggested by her husband, she had taken train that 
morning for a place distant some fifty miles, where 
Thomas Fleetwood had his ordinary abode. She reached 
the house, only to learn that Mr. and Mrs. Fleetwood 
were together on a visit to friends in the same county, 
an hour’s journey away. Feeling that her task must at 
any cost be carried through, she followed to the address 
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given her, and here at length was admitted to the presence 
of Mrs. Thomas Fleetwood. It was the lady she had 
determined to see; not Thomas. The interview gave 
her every reason to believe that Robert was right in his 
interpretation of his brother’s behaviour. Undis- 
guisedly gratified by the abasement of her former rival, 
exacting to the uttermost all such pangs and long-drawn 
torments as refined feminine malice could invent, Mrs. 
Thomas Fleetwood was in the end graciously pleased 
to grant Mary’s prayer; she would use her influence 
with her husband, and thought—with such a smile— 
that she could promise adequate assistance to the am- 
bitious Robert. Thomas was then summoned to the 
room. Uneasy, obviously ashamed of himself, he watched 
the biddings of his wife’s countenance, and confirmed 
the promise she had made. 

To her grief Mary just missed the last train for Lon- 
don ; but she had the satisfaction of telegraphing, and a 
great joy kept her awake through the lonely night. 

After all, Robert Fleetwood was not seen again at 
_ Waterbury. His name, however, appeared in the local 
papers, followed by a brief narrative of his career. 
“ He had all the makings of a great man ”’—so said the 
Liberal organ. 


THE SCHOOLMASTER’S VISION 


The Schoolmaster’s Vision * 


ee the quarter of an hour before morning school, 

Mr. Donne, as was his wont, paced a strip of garden 
within view of the playground. He was bareheaded, 
and his magisterial gown, scarcely stirred by the breath 
of a calm, bright sky, draped him with the dignity he 
loved. His hands behind him—shapely hands, white 
and soft—his head inclined, and his features set in 
meditative mildness, Mr. Donne presented the ideal 
of head-mastership. He was the man with whom no 
boy would take a liberty, who ruled by spiritual awe 
(scornful of baser method), and in whom his mature 
associates respected the bland union of erudition and 
high breeding. 

With half attention his eye remarked two youngsters 
who were approaching him; one of them, a lad of twelve, 
at length stepped up to the wicket by which Mr. Donne 
was passing, and respectfully made known his wish to 
be heard. 

“‘ What is it, Rogers ? ” 

“ Tf you please, Sir, Argent would like to speak to you.” 

“ Certainly. Why need Argent send an ambassador f 
Ask him to come into the garden.” 

Rogers withdrew, and his companion, a pale, timid 
boy, two years younger, came forward. Willie Argent 
was in his first term, and still regarded the head-master 
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with dread rather than veneration. Having passed 
the wicket, he stood in a paralysed attitude, unable to 
raise his eyes or to utter a sound. 

“Well, Argent,” said Mr. Donne kindly, “ what is 
it? You had a letter this morning, I think, Any 
news you wish to tell me ? ” 

The poor little lad feebly commanded his tongue. 

“Yes, Sir—please, Sir. It was from Mamma. She’s 
coming to see me.” 

“Indeed ? I’m very glad to hear it. When will 
she come ? ” 

“To-day, Sir—some time—most likely the afternoon.” 

Mr. Donne knew nothing of Mrs. Argent save that 
she was a widow, and had for some years been living in 
France. The boy was placed with him by a relative 
residing at Bristol, a merchant of good position, whose 
house was Willie’s home. These circumstances had 
excited no interest in Mr. Donne, and it was now perhaps 
for the first time that he carefully regarded the lad’s 
countenance, Willie Argent had pretty, girlish features, 
indicative of delicate sensibilities, and of a nervous 
system altogether out of tone. When he had spoken a 
few more words, and had dismissed the pupil to his play, 
the schoolmaster mused awhile on the probable char- 
acter and appearance of Mrs. Argent. In all likelihood, 
a not very estimable woman ; careless, perhaps, of her 
child—coming to see him merely when it suited her 
convenience. ‘The boy did not seem particularly 
pleased. “Mamma” sounded awkwardly on his lips. 
Well, it was something, however trivial, to vary the 
monotony of the day. As he heard the school-bell 
begin to clang, Mr. Donne sighed. He turned from the 
garden with a weary reluctance, far more difficult to 
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overcome than the spirit of the boys which bade them 
revolt against imprisonment on such a morning as this. 
From the steps of the private door he looked for a moment 
over a wide prospect of fields and woods, where on the 
horizon lay a murky cloud. That was Bristol. The 
city had no special attraction for him, but, in default of 
better resort, Mr. Donne would gladly have spent a 
truant day among the shops and shipping. But his 
“ senior Greek ” awaited him. 

The school had a moderate reputation. Fifteen 
years ago, soon after he left the University, and simul- 
taneously with his marriage, Mr. Donne became its 
proprietor, deciding hurriedly upon a career for which 
everyone assured him that he was well fitted. As, in- 
deed, he was, though—a common case—he might have 
done better in other walks of life. Marriage obliged 
him to decide in haste; otherwise, there would have 
been both time and opportunity for experimental efforts. 
While yet an undergraduate he had become engaged 
to a girl of his own rank, and the prospect of domestic 
happiness overcame all other considerations. For this 
also Mr. Donne had abundant capacity. Youth en- 
tangled him in no passionate perplexities; nothing in his 
history asked for concealment ; he married at the bidding 
of a tranquil, steadfast love, and found no reason to 
repent his choice. It was only that he might have done 
so much better not to marry at all—the common case. 

Three children were born to him; all lived and were 
growing up in health. But the mother had been dead 
some six years. It was the result of a boating accident. 
Saved from drowning, Mrs. Donne died of an illness 
that followed upon the shock. 

He thought of her with a tender regret, and, could 
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a word have brought her to his side again, would joy- 
fully have spoken it. And yet, and yet, he had long 
ceased to suffer under his bereavement. He thought 
of himself as a man to whom the world still offered 
richer opportunities than he had hitherto known; it 
might be that Providence—such is the mould of some 
men’s reflection—had designedly released him from an 
unsuitable bond. Poor Rachael was not exactly the 
wife for him ; he had known it long before her death. 
An admirable woman; so sweet of temper, so loyal, 
so modest, so “ right-thinking,” but with not a spark 
of originality, and hopelessly astray in any sphere but 
that of home. After living with her for a few months 
he could anticipate all her views, her very phrases, with 
entire certainty. She thought of everything from one 
unchangeable point of view; the propriety of her senti- 
ments defeated criticism; her conduct was flawless. 
And what more could a man desire in his wife? Mr. 
Donne many a time and oft rebuked himself for secret 
impatience. His perturbed mind presently gave ad- 
mission to the strangest fancies. If only it was per- 
missible to cherish the wife of one’s bosom, and at the 
same time to let one’s eyes wander in search of But 
the dissolute thought could have no abiding place in a 
mind of such integrity. 

Mr. Donne’s sister, a discreet domestic lady of some- 
thing more than forty maiden years, now kept house for 
him, and relieved him of all minor cares about his 
children. As for the school, it might have prospered 
more decidedly under more energetic governance; the 
head-master taught only one or two classes, and these, 
not seldom, with a rather noticeable languor ; but his 
assistants were well chosen, and he held his supremacy 
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in a way which allowed no one to suspect that at heart 
he so often despised himself and all his functions. He 
had the grand manner, shaped on the best academic 
tradition. Though not in orders, he could on occasion 
discourse with the true clerical impressiveness; but of late 
years he was grown chary of exercising this talent to the 
full; his admonitions, public and private, were marked 
by a more secular tone than during Mrs. Donne’s life- 
time. 

About eleven o’clock this morning, as he sat in his 
study trying to write letters, but actually overcome with 
a singular listlessness, it was announced that a lady— 
Mrs, Argent—would like to see him. He rose at once. 

“ Miss Donne is engaged, I suppose ? ” 

“Yes Sir, The lady is in the drawing-room.” 

Thither he at once betook himself, thinking not at 
all of Mrs. Argent as an interesting person or otherwise, 
but glad of the event as a distraction to his oppressive 
mood. As he entered the room, and became aware of 
its occupant, he felt a shock of surprise ; there rose before 
him a lady whom he would never have imagined to be 
the mother of a boy ten years old; so fresh her complexion, 
so slim and lithe her figure, so spirited her whole aspect, 
that one would naturally have taken her for six-and- 
twenty at most. She was dressed, too, in an unfamiliar 
costume, with curiously short skirts. Before the school- 
master could offer any greeting, Mrs. Argent, stepping 
forward with delightful frankness, her hand extended, 
addressed him almost gaily, as though they were old 
acquaintances. 

“J am so afraid, Dr. Donne, that I have timed my 
visit awkwardly. But, really, the morning was so delight- 
ful, and—the fact is I have run down from Bristol on 
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my machine—my bicycle. I thought at first of spend- 
ing the time somehow till afternoon ; but I really ought 
to be back again before evening. If you will forgive 
me—and allow my little son to play truant for once——” 

Mr. Donne (not for the first time was he styled 
Doctor) found himself regarding the lady’s skirts and her 
wonderful feet with indecorous fixity : he became a trifle 
confused, and at first could murmur only the indispen- 
sable words of politeness. The accidental peculiarity 
of Mrs. Argent’s mode of travelling seemed to obscure 
for the moment her more essential characteristics. 
It was not until she had spoken again, praising the site 
of the school, that he became fully conscious of her 
very charming voice and manner and bearing. The 
Puritan strain in him prompted disapproval. After 
all, she was doubtless the neglectful mother he had 
supposed ; a frivolous, sportive creature, enjoying life 
in her own way, and throwing her natural responsibilities 
on to other shoulders. His countenance betrayed the 
thought, even though he was endeavouring to shape it 
into such a smile as might be worn by a man of the world. 

“Your son will be delighted. He expected you, I 
think, only in the afternoon——” 

“Yes. Impatience has always been my fault. But 
what do you think of him, Dr. Donne? Not much 
life in him T’m afraid? This air ought to brace him 
up.” 

The schoolmaster delivered himself with professional 
gravity of certain rounded periods, and, even whilst he 
spoke, abused himself inwardly for owlishness. Effort 
was vain ; he could not assume a natural demeanour and, 
as he wished, converse with this interesting lady in her 
own spirit. Awed, no doubt, by a dignity which seemed 
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expressly meant for her edification, Mrs. Argent grew 
more sedate, more self-conscious. 

“You will be able, I trust,’ hummed the head-master, 
* to give us the pleasure of your company at luncheon. 
My sister 2 

Mrs, Argent accepted with formal amiability, using 
few words; and thereupon Mr. Donne withdrew to 
apprise Willie and send him to his mother. 

Parent and child were together for half an hour in the 
drawing-room, and at length entered to them Miss 
Donne, who left no hospitable duty or grace undis- 
charged. 

“ Willie wants to see me on my bicycle,” said Mrs. 
Argent, “so we'll go out together for an hour. The 
run will do him good, I daresay.” 

To Miss Donne the lady’s manner touched upon 
condescension, had the unmistakable air of social supe- 
riority ; a tone which might be held to justify itself, 
for Mrs. Argent diffused about her an atmosphere of 
wealth and fashion. The head-master’s sister was able 
to observe her from a window as she rode away on the 
bicycle, slowly, skilfully, the little lad trotting by her 
side ; and presently she exchanged comments with Mr. 
Donne. “An unusual sort of person,” remarked the 
schoolmaster, in an absent voice. “Of the newest 
type, I presume.” And he would add little to this 
opinion. Miss Donne concluded, with satisfaction, that 
he thought more of Mrs. Argent than he cared to say. 

On their return at the luncheon hour, mother and 
son sat side by side in Mr. Donne’s dining-room. Willie’s 
face showed an unwonted animation; though voiceless 
and unable to eat, he smiled with pleasure, and constantly 
sought his mother’s eyes. The head-master was able 
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at length to note a likeness between the two, but he 
still marvelled at the lady’s seeming youth; she and 
Willie might have been brother and sister. Mrs. 
Argent’s talk, bright and entertaining, had no refgrence 
whatever to domestic affairs. She spoke of a recent 
journey she had made in a little-known part of Etirope ; 
then of meetings with people whom it interested Mr. 
Donne to hear of—politicians, learned men, celebrated 
women. The schoolmaster’s eyes brightened ; insensibly 
he took more claret than usual, and when the inevitable 
end drew near he felt a profound despondency. 

“You think of making your home in this part of Eng- 
land, Mrs. Argent ? ” he asked, leaning forward a little. 

“Oh, no!” she answered, with a smile which sug- 
gested some special meaning. “I return to London 
to-morrow, and—most likely I shall leave England 
again—for a time.” : 

The schoolmaster’s spirits sank; even his features 
betrayed a disappointment, though he forced himself to 
smile continuously. But he still had an hour’s enjoy- 
ment of Mrs. Argent’s company. Willie, dismissed the 
while, came back again to sit with his mother in the 
drawing-room until it was time for her to leave. Mrs, 
Argent proposed returning to Bristol as she had come. 

“You don’t cycle, Dr. Donne ?” 

The man would have given half his substance to be 
able to mount at her side. His jaw became rigid. 

“ Oh, I beg your pardon! It would hardly be—+~” 

“Merely my neglect of rational exercise,” interposed 
the schoolmaster quickly. “ No point of etiquette is 
involved, I assure you.” 

When the moment came, he accompanied her into 
the garden, watched her wheel out the machine and 
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spring to her seat with perfect grace, strode by her as 
far as to the gate, and stood bareheaded as she swept 
away, the boy running and leaping in her track. Then 
he went straight to his study. 

There had vanished the very ideal of his dreaming soul 
—or perhaps of his restless, hungered emotion. A woman 
such as this he had never met—never even in the days 
long ago, before his marriage, when he mixed freely in 
the world. To him Mrs. Argent was indeed of a new 
type; and no woman had ever so wrought upon his 
imagination. 

It might be—nay, undoubtedly it was the fact— 
that she fell far below ethical perfection ; she was prob- 
ably selfish at the core, incapable of the nobler feelings, 
a mere flash of superficial brilliance. She cared little 
or nothing for her child ; desired only not to be troubled 
by him. For all that—a woman! And Mr. Donne 
felt as though he had lived hitherto without conscious- 
ness of woman’s existence. His eyes dazzled ; his blood 
became a rushing torrent. 

With angry contempt he swept aside his old scholastic 
judgment of female excellence. A simple maiden, a 
humdrum housewife, an indefatigable mother—yes, 
yes, all very good in their way; but man is man, and 
woman is woman, and love is something other than 

domestic tranquillity. Had he but known himself and 
life before the marriage which made of him a respectable 
piece of mechanism! The mere thought that he might 
have lived to love, and be loved by, such a woman as 
Mrs. Argent, shook him with a frenzy. 

He struggled to command himself ; the mental habits 
of a lifetime would not utterly yield to calenture such as 
this—natural and pardonable in a very young man, but 
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in one who had turned his fortieth year a mere depravity 
of the senses. He tried to fix his thoughts on the routine 
of the day, but the effort merely increased his loathing 
for customary occupations. From the cricket-field 
sounded voices of the boys at play, and he wished to 
stop his ears against them. ‘There came into his mind 
the contemptuous word “ pedagogue,” and he kept 
repeating it. A pedagogue he; no man at all, but a 
pedagogue; presumed, in the nature of things, to’ be 
passionless, arid—a guide-post to examinations and all 
the virtues. In the end his torture became intolerable ; 
he could combat no longer in this stifling atmosphere of 
classics and dictionaries ; without a word to anyone he 
prepared himself as if for an ordinary walk, and set out 
by a field-path, leaving the school behind him as quickly 
as possible. 

Until of late he had always kept himself in good 
physical condition ; that was part of his duty as a head- 
master, as an examplar; but now, for a month or two, 
he had all but foregone custom of exercise. The warm 
spring, following on a severe winter, relaxed his muscles, 
and a corresponding state of mind drew him into habits 
of indolence. After walking half a mile at brisk speed 
he felt tired and breathless. Indignant at this new revolt 
of the flesh, fiercely determined to subdue his body, 
he strode along until the sweat streamed from him. He 
had reached higher ground ; a sea wind blew upon his 
face, and gave him an access of vigour. On he went, 
careless of direction, so long as he moved farther and 
farther from the hated school. 

As the sun sank, he looked about him for an inn where 
he could eat and drink. The house into which he at 
length turned afforded better accommodation than he 
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had hoped for; on an impulse, while sitting over his 
meal, he asked whether he could have a room there for 
the night, and without difficulty obtained it. Very well, 
he would grant himself these few hours of liberty. His 
absence from home would cause surprise, and, perhaps, a 
little uneasiness ; no matter; as early as possible in the 
morning a telegram should set his sister’s mind at rest. 

Weary as he was, he again strolled about dark 
lanes, where now and then a perfume made his soul 
faint within him. When at length he went to bed, 
fatigue and the strangeness of his surroundings allied 
themselves with mental excitement to forbid sleep. 
On the staircase, for a long time, there sounded a whis- 
pered conversation ; the giggling of a girl ever and again 
sent a hot flush through his veins. Then, of a sudden, 
heavy slumber overcame him. 

He passed into a dream-world, more feverish and 
phantasmal than that in which he had been agonising. 
First of all came a sense of speeding through vast spaces, 
he knew not by what mode of locomotion ; beside him sped 
—not a person, but a voice. A woman’s voice, clear 
as a silver bell, ever rising to the note of merry laughter. 
And it seemed to urge him on, until the exhausting 
violence of his efforts made him aware that he was neither 
running nor flying, but—riding on a bicycle. He 
marvelled at his sudden skill in the management of 
this machine. ‘ Do I ride well?” he shouted, against 
the wind that all but stopped his breath. And the 
answer was a gay, echoing laugh, which shook him with 
such delirium of passion that he started up from the bed, 
and half awoke. 

Now he was climbing, still unutterably fatigued, 
but resolute in advance, though it cost him his life; 
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for the same voice still accompanied him, inflamed his 
blood, and made his brain whirl with rapture. The 
dream was in part a reminiscence of bygone holidays 
in Switzerland ; he saw the gleaming summits, the pine- 
forests down below, and lower still the great expanse 
of a lake. With this blended the school-room legend of 
Orpheus. The voice—now behind him—was that of 
Eurydice. He knew that he must not turn to look 
upon her, or all was lost. “Follow me! Follow me!” 
he kept crying, and the answer was a reassuring laugh. 
“ The peak—and you are mine!” To that rapturous 
exclamation there came no answer. ‘Terror-stricken, he 
called again : “ At the peak, you are mine!” The awful 
silence overwhelmed him; spite of himself, he turned, 
and, even as he did so, plunged into the gloom of fathom- 
less depths. Again he woke, and lay trembling, bathed 
in sweat. 

For what seemed a long time, he tried in vain to 
sleep. He wished for a renewal of the dreams, an agony 
yet a rapture. A cock crowed in the night; a horse- 
man came galloping beneath the windows. Then all 
was quiet again, and again he slept. 

He was once more on the bicycle, but this time had 
no control of it; he wriggled, tumbled, could not 
advance a yard, and fumed in the anguish of feeling 
himself, of making himself ridiculous. Near him stood 
Mrs. Argent, holding her own machine as he had seen her 
just before she mounted to ride away from the school ; 
but she wore a magnificent dress, such as would have 
become her on some brilliant occasion of festivity, her 
bosom bare, save for gleaming jewels, and her arms a 
glory of living flesh. She was beginning to show 
impatience. “Oh, can’t you do better than that? You 
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really must be quick ; I can’t wait for you.” He made 
a desperate attempt to mount, but his eyes would not 
turn from the woman’s beauty, and again he came 
ignominiously to the ground. Then she gave a loud, 
scornful laugh ; he saw her spring to the saddle, bend her 
shining head, and float away. He pursued, and had 
strength to keep her in sight for a long way on a country 
road ; ever calling, imploring, with wondrous vocabulary 
of passionate desire. All at once he saw by the roadside 
a little boy, who, without moving, held out his hands 
after the woman, and cried to her, ‘ Mamma! Mamma ED 
At the pitiful sight, a great indignation possessed him. 
“ Stop!” he shouted. “ It’s your own child! Stop!” 
But in that moment the radiant figure passed out of his 
sight. He heard the boy weeping bitterly, and he too 
wept. 

Amid iniumerable phases of less distinct nightmare, 
there came one which, even as he dreamt, alarmed him 
by its groteque caricaturing of a solemn ceremony in 
his actual lite. He saw himself in the study, closeted 
with a boy—or, rather, a young man—who was about to 
leave school, and to whom, his wont on such occasions, 
he was imprting grave advice. First of all came the 
accustomed injunctions, sober, paternal, altogether 
excellent. But presently he lost control of his tongue, 
which, -as though at the prompting of a Mephistopheles, 
began to utter counsel such as appalled his own ear. 
“ And now tlere is one point on which I feel obliged to 
touch, delicat though it may be. You are nineteen 
years of age ; jou are already going out into the world : 
the probability is that, before many years are over, you 
will think of narrying. My dear boy, let me beg of 
you, for your own sake, not to marry. Believe me, 
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marriage is the curse of life. I mean it! Look at me, 
a horrible example. I married young, and forthwith I 
was condemned to a paltry routine existence such as 
my soul loathes. But for marriage, who knows to 
what heights I might have risen! Take warning! 
Marriage is the check upon civilisation. What men 
might do if only they remained free through all their 
active years? We find ourselves drudging to support 
wife and family, and it leaves us no strength for anything 
else. Besides—you are sure to marry the wrong woman. 
Imagine what it means, when you are irrevocably bound, 
to meet with your ideal in the other sex! Tha: meeting 
always comes much later in life, and the bitterness of 
it! Of all my advice to you this is the mos: precious, 
because it comes of my own miserable éxperience. 
Store it in your mind and heart!” The young man 
said something, turned away, and went from the room. 
No sooner had he gone than the dreamer felt a revulsion. 
Unutterably shocked and ashamed, he rushed after his 
pupil, meaning to obliterate that outrageous folly, to 
make a confession of temporary insanity—anything, 
so that the words might be unspoken. But he sought 
in vain all over the school-buildings, in the playground, 
the fields. He tore about, his gown flying in the wind— 
and with a choking shout returned to conscousness. 
When morning glimmered at the winlows he rose 
and dressed. What a night! It had efftctually cured 
him of his erotic fever; for he ached ttroughout his 
body, and had a brain like lead. To mak things worse, 
the weather had changed ; rain was falliig, and seemed 
likely to continue. He descended the stairs with 
uncertain step, and stood by the open door of the inn 
drinking fresh air. After a pretence of breakfast, a 
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ramshackle conveyance bore him to the nearest railway- 
station, and he reached home about midday. 

Miss Donne did not press for explanations. She was 
accustomed to regard her brother as wisdom in the flesh, 
and his strange worried look suggested matters too deep 
for her inquiry. The head-master kept very much to 
himself for the rest of the day. He did nothing, and in 
his enforced idleness felt an older man. 

The next morning he arose in a mood of indifference, 
ready to pursue the familiar course with little more than 
the wonted distaste. But something happened to affect 
the sluggish current of his thoughts. His youngest 
child, a little girl of seven, had fallen ill in the night ; the 
symptoms were alarming, and a doctor had to be sent 
for. Mr. Donne felt his paternal affection revive, and 
throughout the day he had no temptation to think of 
Mrs. Argent, or of his recent extravagances. 

The day after that, when his mind was eased somewhat 
regarding the child, he chanced in the afternoon to 
look into one of the smaller school-rooms. As soon 
as he pushed the door open he heard a sob. Within, 
at one of the desks, sat a boy with head bowed upon his 
arms, crying desolately. It was Willie Argent. The 
head-master entered, closed the door, and from a short 
distance spoke with as much kindness as his voice could 
convey. 

“What is the matter, my boy? Why are you 
crying >?” 

Willie gave a start, and sprang up. His face showed 
that he must have been here for some time indulging a 
bitter grief. Mr. Donne strove to reassure him; laid 
a hand on his shoulder; again speaking as gently as 
possible. 
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“Do you feel home-sick, Willie ? ” 

“ts more that—that I haven’t got a home,” broke 
from the boy’s quivering lips, with phrase and accents of 
sincerity which touched the hearer profoundly. i 

“Oh, don’t think that! Be sure your mother will 
make a home for you before long.” is 

Willie looked up, became shamefaced, struggled to 
speak, and, after more encouragement, brought forth 
the news which weighed so upon his heart. 

“‘ Mamma is going to be married, Sir.” 

Mr. Donne heard it without surprise or any other 
emotion. 

“ She told you so? Why, then, you will have a home 
so much the sooner.” 

“No, Sir. She said I should live with my uncle 
and aunt just the same.” 

The head-master cleared his throat, again kindly 
patted the boy’s shoulder, and began to discourse in set 
phrase. 

“My dear Willie, you have begun your experience 
of the troubles of life rather early, itis true, butremember 
that all trials, all sorrows, are for our ultimate good. 
Boys are sent to school that they may learn many other 
things besides lessons out of books. One of these things 
is manly independence. I am sure your mother has a 
satisfactory purpose in arranging thus for you. Doubtless 
she has observed that you are inclined to cling too much 
to the comforts of home; she wishes to see you more like 
other boys—less sensitive, more vigorous. You are 
going through a period of rather hard discipline, but in 
the end you will reap a benefit. My boy, suffering is 
the price of all good things in this world. It is suffering 
that forms a manly character. It would never do if we 
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had everything as we wished. The noblest minds have 
gone through the hardest discipline. . . .” 

With much else to the same effect. And Mr. Donne 
did not believe a word of it. His inner voice accompanied 
the audible with a running comment. “Cant! Rub- 
bish! Misery such as this never did anything but 
grievous harm to body and soul. Why haven’t you the 
honesty to keep silence, where truth cannot be told ? ” 

Of a sudden he recollected a portion of his dreams 
at the village inn, that grotesque interview with the 
boy who was leaving school. It had never recurred to 
his mind till now. He fell into abrupt silence. 

Willie was no longer sobbing. 

*T will try, Sir,” he said, when Mr. Donne seemed to 
have ended his hortatory remarks, 

“There’s a brave lad! Come, now, you must go 
out and joinin the boys’ games. And—if ever you would 
like to speak to me in private about anything, don’t be 
timid. Come to me whenever you see me walking in the 
garden. There’s no reason whatever to be afraid of 
me, I assure you.” ‘The head-master smiled, averting 
his look. ‘‘ Come as to a friend, my dear boy, and I will 
do my utmost to help you in trouble such as this, or 
any other.” 

A day or two, and all was as before. Mr. Donne 
had lost no dignity in the eyes of his subjects ; he swayed 
the sceptre with no less authority and grace than here- 
tofore. If he knew himself somewhat better, that was 
a purely private affair; perhaps he murmured to 
himself the old philosopher’s injunction, in Greek or 
in Latin, and felt that it had a fuller significance for 
him. But the strange experience in no way affected 
his conduct. 
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his final counsel with even more unction than of wont. 

“And one word more, of wider application. What- 
ever the path in which Providence directs you, cultivate 
a reasonable contentment. ‘There is a spirit abroad— 
a spirit of restlessness, of revolt. Be not misled by it. 
However. dull, however wearisome your appointed task, 
discharge it thankfully ; for, I assure you, there’s nothing 
so wholesome for man as steady and fruitful labour. 
Do not become the plaything of a restive imagination ; 
always consult your calm reason ; always 2 
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The Honeymoon 


HE decision was left to Phyllis, and she chose 
Sark. Phyllis had been reading Swinburne ; she 
dreamt of green seas roaring upon cliffs of granite—ideal 
music for the commencement of a wedded life which she 
was determined should at all hazards avoid the humdrum, 
the vulgar, and exhibit a union of souls preserving their 
vital freedom. Waldron secured a cottage for the month 
of May, a simple cottage. Phyllis’s maid, long in her 
service, would go with them; for the rest, she preferred 
as small an establishment as possible. 

Waldron was exquisitely compliant ; in every respect 
his views appeared to harmonise with hers. Occasionally 
she had thought him a trifle too modest, too self-effacing. 
Yet he occupied a delicate position, that of a mere 
journalist who woos the daughter of a substantial mer- 
chant. Doubtless he followed the line indicated by true 
taste. Coarser sensibilities would have erred either by 
affectation of independence, or by an obsequiousness 
humiliating to both. Waldron, it might be surmised, 
merely held himself in reserve, without disingenuous 
presentment. She knew him; oh, she knew him per- 
fectly! She had read his articles; he had unrolled 
to her, with that fine lucidity which promised so much 
for his future in Parliament, what he really thought 
about the Home Rule question, about the problems of 
Socialism, about politics international—such large 
subjects were his choice. Why should he trouble to 
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assert himself in trivial things? ‘The time would come 
for that. As yet he was a lover, and suavely emphasised 
the graces of his attitude. 

In the matter of her novel, for instance—how charm- 
ing! He did not care much for fiction; she knew it. 
Yet how pleasant his jesting little comments as the proof- 
sheets (a secret from all others) passed through his hands. 
Of course the novel was clever; no need for him to 
announce that in so many words ; his smile paid tribute 
sufficient. ‘The last batch of proofs would probably 
reach her a few days after her arrival at Sark; the book 
would appear in mid-May. On the corrected title- 
page there stood “By Phyllis Waldron ”’—when as 
yet no such person existed ; Charles remarked it with a 
gay laugh, perhaps a laugh of pride. 

The wedding was over; the first week had passed. 
Phyllis watched eagerly for the arrival of each day’s post, 
and at length the tight-rolled little packet came into 
her hands. To Waldron, who sat smoking under a 
tree in the garden, she brought newspapers and letters, 

“T’ll correct these before lunch,” she said, showing 
the proofs with a smile. “Then you shall run over 
them, and they can go off again by this afternoon’s 
boat.” 

He nodded, and blew a great cloud from under his 
moustache. Charles Waldron did not abuse his gift 
of speech ; whenever a nod could be substituted for a word 
he kept silence. But his nod was perfectly gehial; 
Phyllis had been trying to imitate it. 

Left alone, he first examined his letters, then cast 
his eye over the news. He had the air of a man who is 
enjoying his holidays. Only a year ago, it had seemed 
to him very probable that he would never marry; for, 
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though fond of women, he dreaded the thought of 
matrimony which means an intensified struggle for bare 
livelihood. To support himself, with his strong distaste 
for everything that savoured of narrow means, cost him 
continuous effort ; a wife and children amid the stucco 
of the suburbs represented his darkest dread. With a 
decidedly susceptible nature, he might some day run 
headlong into that horror; but he prayed for strength 
of mind. The peril was over. He had met a girl with 
money, a girl who fell in love with him, a pretty and 
healthy and—as things go—not ill-educated girl. Her 
companionship gave him no little pleasure; there was 
every likelihood that in future she would worthily play 
her part as his wife. A lucky man ; undeniably a favourite 
of fortune. 

On the whole, his experience of a honeymoon did 
not fall short of his imagination. It was the most 
delightful chapter, as yet, in a life which had not been 
unduly hard. Phyllis shone with many female virtues ; 
personally, she was found to possess even more of charm 
than he had attributed to her ; and her mind—well, she 
had a girl’s mind, and it amused him to probe its secrets. 
Nothing ignoble jarred upon his observation. Three 
and twenty, her years; his, a decade in advance. ‘That 
was quite as it should be; for Phyllis had a great deal 
to learn, and a younger man might, perchance, find 
obstacles in the way of tutorial activity. 

In half an hour, she came out with her proofs corrected. 

“Pm not quite satisfied with the final chapter, Carlos 
mios. But it might be worse. There’s time before 
lunch ; will you read it ? ” 

He nodded, and took the sheets. Phyllis sat down 
in a basket chair at a little distance, and affected to 
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read a newspaper ; with woman’s skill in oblique regard, 
she lost no expression of his features, and her own became 
just a little clouded. ; 

“ Your opinion— ? ” when with a smile he finished the 
perusal. . 

“Well, there are certainly one or two points. Suppose 
you let it wait till to-morrow, and we'll talk it over this 
afternoon, down by the sea.” 

“Yes,—if you like. I didn’t want to lose another 
day i 

“‘ What is the date fixed for publication ? ” 

“No date, yet. In a fortnight, or so, I should 
think.” 

“Tt hasn’t been announced yet ? ” 

“cc No.” 

“ Ah, well; we'll talk about it this afternoon.” 

The novel, a first production, had found acceptance 
by a firm of some respectability, who were to publish 
on the terms of profits shared. This after two refusals 
in other quarters. Phyllis revelled in the thought of 
suddenly bursting upon all her friends as a full-blown 
novelist. ‘There were three volumes; the title seemed 
alluring. Not impossibly she might achieve reputation, 
and be the admired of intellectual dinner-parties. 

Over their luncheon, a rustic meal, Waldron talked 
with unusual animation, but did not mention the novel. 
His wife kept silence more frequently than was her wont, 
and showed little appetite. When they rose, it took 
them but a few minutes to prepare for the walk seawards. 
By tacit consent, they sauntered down to the little 
bay which is called Gréve de la Ville, their favourite 
lounging place when indisposed to explore the isle. 
Here, save at high tide, they could lie on sand, about 
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and above them the curve of a bold shore thickly over- 
grown with shrubs and herbage, and dotted with spring 
flowers. In front, rising out of the blue, stood riven 
rocks of exquisite colour, and each end of the inlet was 
guarded by a noble headland, whereon the breakers 
dashed themselves into brilliant foam. With the scent 
of ocean blended that of leaf and blossom. Sound 
there was none save from the sea, and the intrusion of a 
human figure need hardly be feared. 

“ Well now, Phyllis, this fiction of yours.” 

She was on a big boulder ; Waldron had stretched 
himself at her feet. His tone started her. For the 
last few days he had not called her “ Phyllis,” but by a 
foolish lover’s-name; the change struck an ominous 
note. And “this fiction of yours,” was all but flatly 
contemptuous. 

* Well, Charley, what about it ? ” 

“Tt won’t do, my dear girl.” 

She gazed, first at him, then at the sea, stricken with 
astonishment, doubting whether she understood. 

“Tt won’t do at all. The book mustn’t be published. 
You will dédommager the publishers, and there’s an 
end on’t.” 

This was not her husband. The transformation 
frightened her. 

“Charley! What are you talking about ?” 

* About my wife’s credit—and my own. An escapade 
of this sort would shame us. I have a serious career 
before me, and can’t afford to be made ridiculous. 
The novel is as good as five thousand others that will 
see the light this year; but it isn’t the kind of thing 
that you must have anything to do with.” 

“Then you mean to say that you have deliberately 
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deceived me, pretending all along that you liked and 
admired it?” 

“TJ pretended no such thing. I was most careful 
not to commit myself. I smiled and smiled—yet was 
not a villain. When you told me that we should be 
married before the thing came out, I knew what to do.” 

“ You amaze me. What am I to think?” 

“Well, that I foresaw how much easier such little 
discussions would be after we had become man and wife. 
It wasn’t worth while—before.” 

“TI never thought to say such a thing, but—were 
you afraid that to tell the truth might—cause you to 
lose me ? ” 

The implication here could not be disregarded. Wal- 
dron looked steadily into his wife’s face, and saw how 
it was changed by anger. A spirit of resistance had 
awoke in her, and she would not spare to use dangerous 
weapons. 

It was not a face of pure refinement. Rude ancestry 
might still be discovered in certain of the lines which, 
in their unison, tended to a noble type of beauty ; and 
stress of harsh feeling naturally gave prominence to this 
impress. Moreover, the features announced a character 
yet unripe—a girlishness which lingered too long— 
a pretty waywardness that called for the restraint of 
circumstance. Waldron, who had never seen her in 
anything but radiant humour, studied this expression 
before continuing the dialogue; it did not perturb 
him. 

“Let us put it in this way,” he said at length, as he 
raised himself to a sitting position. ‘At that time I 
preferred you just as you were. My idea of love-making 
calls for a certain irrationality on both sides. You were 
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delightful, and I couldn’t spoil my pleasure by entering 
upon arguments.” 

“¢ And now all love is at an end?” 

“‘T didn’t say so, I spoke of ‘ love-making,’ which is 
quite a different thing.” 

These were strange novelties to Phyllis. She kept 
her lips close, and sat with eyes averted, aiming at cold 
dignity. 

“First of all,” he continued, “let us understand 
each other on one point.” 

She interrupted him, saying bitterly : 

“ T had supposed we understood each other on all.” 

“A mistake, dear girl. That was impossible. If 
we bring about such a state of things in a quarter of a 
century, we shall have done very well indeed.” 

“You have misled me grievously.” 

“Postpone that for a little. The point was: are 
you prepared to accept my advice in this matter of the 
novel ?” 

“ Advice?” She laughed with disdain. “It didn’t 
sound like advice.” 

“Good. Then let us say: are you willing to obey 
me? 

Their eyes met. 

“ This is extraordinary,” said Phyllis, in a low tone. 
“T feel as if I were talking with a total stranger. I 
feel as if we were guilty of immorality in being here 
together.” 

“Oh, I have no such feeling! In some respects, 
you are a stranger to me, but on the moral question I 
feel deliciously at ease. You may give me a kiss, Phyl, 
if you like.” 

Her answer was to rise and walk slowly away. For 
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five minutes Waldron gazed after her, deeply meditative. 
When she reached the edge of the tide, he tumbled 
lazily to his feet, and followed. 

“Well?” : 

She neither turned nor spoke. 

“*T must have an answer, if you please.” 

“Must you? Shall I say just what is in my mind?” 

“ Precisely that.” 

“Then I can see that you don’t love me, and have 
never loved me; that you have decived me very shame- 
fully ; that—it is difficult to think of you with the least 
respect.” 

“Good. But all that is no reply to my distinct 
question.” 

She turned passionately. 

“Is this a joke? Are you trying whether I have 
any sense of humour?” 

“No. You are quite right in taking it seriously. 
And I seriously want an answer.” 

“‘T can give you none just now. I shall have to think 
very carefully over my position. Who knows what 
step I may find it necessary to take ? ” 

“You shall have time to think.” He looked at his 
watch. ‘‘ We want several things, you know. I will 
go over to Guernsey, and come back by the boat to- 
morrow morning. In the meantime you will do nothing, 
merely reflect ; that’s understood.” 

“‘T give no promise,” she answered, after a montfent 
of breathlessness. 

* All the same, you will respect my wish. ‘There’s 
no time to lose ; I must be off. Good-bye till to-morrow, 
dear.” 


He offered his hand, but Phyllis disregarded it. And 
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so, without another word, he walked up the beach. He 
climbed by the cliff pathway, and disappeared above. 

Not for half an hour did Phyllis take the same direc- 
tion. She had red eyes, and lips of stern resentment. 
On reaching the cottage, she sat alone for some time, then 
summoned her maid—a woman of thirty or more, with 
an amiable look and an excessively confidential manner. 

“ Mr, Waldron has gone by the boat to Guernsey— 
did he tell you?” 

“No, Miss Phyllis—Oh, dear, oh, dear! when shall 
I learn it ?—No, ma’am he didn’t say anything.” 

“ He will be away over night. I don’t think I shall 
dine.” 

The woman stood in an attitude of respectful sympathy. 

“ You don’t feel quite well, I’m afraid, ma’am.” 

“Oh, yes! One begins to feel the change of air, 
you know, after the first few days. Let me have some 
tea.” 

Before sundown, she strayed a little about the sweet- 
smelling roads ; but their solitude oppressed her. After 
spending a gloomy hour in the cottage parlour, with the 
proofs of her novel—which she no longer dared to read 
—lying on the table, she summoned the confidential 
maid, merely for companionship. Their talk was long ; 
Phyllis, who felt as though she had dreamt of a voyage 
on summer seas and had awoke to find herself shipwrecked, 
fell gradually into the tones of girlhood, of childhood, 
and spoke at length of her situation almost without 
reserve. The well-meaning, but fussy and effusive 
listener, poured forth sympathy and counsel; much 
study of penny fiction provided her with unctuous 
phraseology, soothing to the ears of one whose literary 
erotics had just been so rudely criticised. 
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Phyllis had little sleep that night, for she was scheming 
a test of her husband’s actual mind towards her. The 
immediate topic of their difference no longer seemed 
important, for, with more modesty than she recognised 
in herself, she had virtually condemned the novel as 
soon as Waldron’s opinion of it was declared. ~ The 
question which tormented her was, whether she had 
been wooed and wedded out of mere interest, with 
mockery of love. Twelve hours ago she had imagined 
herself a potentate, infinitely beloved, profoundly 
admired. Sheer shock of astonishment left her indifferent 
to the loss of admiration ; the poignancy of that disaster 
was still to be tasted ; but if not even love remained to 
her. ! Why, that meant an exchange of boundless 
Tule for lowest servitude, and all the instincts of a long 
courted heiress rose in revolt. 

The next morning was rainy, but when the hour for 
the arrival of the Guernsey boat drew near, she went out 
with waterproof and umbrella. From a cliff-summit — 
she could look down upon the close sheltered little 
harbour, and watch the passengers as they landed. She 
saw Waldron; he was carrying parcels in the most 
business-like way. Perhaps he had hardly given a 
thought to her since they parted. A cold, deceitful, 
tyrannous man! And, on that account, doubtless the 
very man to succeed brilliantly. 

Sunshine was breaking through the clouds; the thin 
rain would presently cease. She took a roundabout 
way homewards, and on reaching the cottage found 
her husband busy with a newspaper and smoking 
his perpetual pipe. He greeted her merrily from a 
distance. 
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“Brought a lot of things for you. You shall have 
the pleasure of unpacking them.” 

He offered a kiss, but it was disregarded. Phyllis 
had not quite made up her mind to this course ; with a 
feeling of surprise at herself she passed straight on, and 
went upstairs. 

They met again only at luncheon. Waldron behaved 
as if nothing whatever had happened, chatting gaily 
about his night at St. Peter Port. 

“The weather’s all right again,” he said. ‘‘ Barometer 
rising. Shall we do the Gouliot cave this afternoon ? ” 

“‘ T have letters to write,” Phyllis answered. 

*€ Oh, very well. ‘Then I think I’ll go alone.” 

He seemed as far as possible from taking offence ; 
but when he set forth his customary caress was omitted. 

They did not see each other again till dinner. Phyllis 
had the countenance of tragedy, and scarcely spoke ; 
he, the cold, the tyrannical, ate with vast appetite, 
laughed his merriest, affected that no slightest shadow 
had fallen between them. ‘The meal over, he took a 
novel and a cigar. But Phyllis was standing before him, 
and when her silent attitude compelled his attention, 
she spoke strangely. 

‘J have written to the publishers.” 

“Ah? That’s right, Phyl.” 

He nodded with a kind look. 

“Tt doesn’t matter.” : 

“Not a bit. We'll talk no more of it. Like to go 
out?” 

“No, thank you. I—I may go out by myself— 
later-——” 

He barely glanced at her, as she spoke with a dreamy 
sort of hesitation. 


A Victim of Circumstances ~ 158 


“Yes, yes. Just as you like.” 

There was a short silence. He puffed smoke and 
Phyllis stood motionless. 

“ T ought to have written to father,” she said at length 
in a lowered voice. “ But you will be letting him hear— 
I dare say.” 

Again he glanced, and again answered sacar, 

“Oh yes! I’ll send a line to-morrow.’ 

*¢ 'To-morrow—yes.” 

She lingered, turned slowly, and left the room. Alone, 
Waldron let his book fall; for half an hour he mused, 
with many changes of countenance. Something like 
misgiving appeared now and then, but on the whole he 
preserved his equanimity. 

A ramble under the clear, soft sky, a full moon 
gloriously rising, and he returned in readiness for | 
more talk with Phyllis. But she was not in the house. 
He called her maid. 

“Mrs. Waldron went out not long ago, Sir.” 

“¢ Back soon, I suppose ? ” 

*T think so, Sir.” 

He eyed the woman, who spoke not quite naturally. 

“Take some wraps, and go to meet her. It’s turning 
rather chilly.” 

The attendant obeyed, and Waldron paced up and 
down before the cottage. It drew on to ten o’clock. 
After a long absence, the woman came back; she bad 
failed to find her mistress. 

You don’t know in which direction she went ? ” 

“ I—I hope 

The moonlight allowed him to see her face distinctly ; 
he met her eyes, and smiled, but not in his usual way. 


** What do you hope ? ” 
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“It’s getting rather late, Sir, for Mrs. Waldron to 
be out alone. She was saying she would like to see the 
Coupée by moonlight.” 

** Ah, then she’ll be back directly, no doubt.” 

He entered, and sat in the parlour, reading. Half 
an hour elapsed ; he began to fidget, and to walk about. 
Then he rang the hand-bell that stood on the mantelpiece. 
Phyllis’s maid came immediately. 

“‘ Mrs, Waldron hasn’t returned yet ? ” 

“No, Sir. I—I begin to feel uneasy—don’t you, 
pee? 

“Uneasy!” He laughed. “Oh nonsense! Why 
should one feel uneasy?” He stood with his hands 
in his pockets, and hummed an air. The woman looked 
searchingly at him, and of a sudden, with quick step, he 
came close to her. 

‘Why should you feel uneasy ? ” 

She reddened and was disconcerted. The quiet 
authoritative voice, the eyes of rather scornful command 
completely overawed her; her tongue could make no 
reply. 

“Go out once more,” he said, after watching her 
features. ‘ You’re sure to meet Mrs. Waldron.” 

Without a word, she obeyed, and was absent some 
twenty minutes. Waldron timed her, consulting his 
watch, when her tap sounded at the room door again. 

“T can see nothing of her, Sir. It’s—it’s getting very 
late. Don’t you think——” 

“Tt’s strange, certainly. I’ll go out myself.” 

“ Hadn’t we better get other people to—to go different 
ways, Sir?” . 

“Oh, I don’t think we need raise an alarm,” he replied 


carelessly. “ T’ll stroll about.” 
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He threw on a light overcoat, took a cane, and left 
the cottage. His footfall on the hard road sounded 
with a strange distinctness, so silent was all the air. 
The wave-voices were, indeed, audible, but only *as a 
continuous murmuring which seemed to charm the ear 
and render it more subtle than by daylight. Waldron 
walked at first slowly, often stopping to look about him ; 
presently he increased his pace, and went straight for- 
ward, as with definite object. A couple of peasants, 
conversing together in the French of Sark, issued from 
a byway into the main road which he was following ; 
he let them pass, but, a moment after, called out to 
ask them whether they had seen a lady. No; they had 
not. 

Walking rapidly, he came at length to where the 
narrowing road sloped downwards between lofty banks : 
a few steps further, and the rock on either side abruptly 
broke away; he passed from dense gloom into broad 
moonlight, and stood on the Coupée. It is a short 
isthmus, which connects two portions of the island— 
but a few feet in breadth, suspended above precipices. 
Turning first to that side upon which the moon shone, 
Waldron leaned over the protecting bar, and looked 
down. A stretch of white sand lay between the foot 
of the cliff and the ebb-like breakers; his eye searched 
for a few moments among the tumbled fragments far 
beneath. Then he crossed to the side of the shadow, 
and gazed for a longer time into the depth that ‘was 
almost featureless. At length, with a movement of 
impatience, he turned to walk in the direction whence 
he had come. 

A minute or two after passing the end of the byway 
where he had met the peasants, something prompted 
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him to stop and look round, and immediately his eye 
fell upon a female figure, standing clear in moonlight, 
in the middle of the road, some fifty yards away. He 
approached ; the form became distinctly that of Phyllis. 
As though the hour was noon, instead of midnight, he 
_ sauntered towards where she stood motionless. 

“Ah, I thought I should meet you. Fine night, 
ien’t.it-t” . 

The reply was a burst of passionate weeping. 

“ Hallo!” he cried, as in astonishment. ‘‘ What’s 
the matter, Phyl?” 

She drew aside from the bare roadway into the shadow 
of the trees embowering the deep lane whence she seemed 
to have issued. Her tears and sobs lasted for several 
minutes, Waldron standing by in silence. 

“You did a wicked thing when you married me,” 
were her first words. 

“ How so?” 

“ You haven’t the slightest love for me.” 

“ Pray, how do you know that ? ” 

“ You couldn’t speak and look like this.” 

“You expected me to lose my senses because you 
took an evening walk alone ? ” 

“ For all you could tell, you might never have seen me 
again alive.” 

Waldron made the still air tremble with a masculine 
laugh. A silence followed ; then Phyllis, speaking coldly: 

“T believe you hoped it.” 

“Why no; I didn’t.” He drew nearer, and leaned 
upon his stick. “The possibility just crossed my mind ; 
which is as much as saying that I felt uncertain of the 
measure of your folly. Had such a thing happened, I 
should very soon have congratulated myself on release 
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from a crazy person. As you are merely a simpleton, I 
am for better things.” 

“Ts it possible for a man of your intellect to speak— 
to think—so brutally ? ” : 

“Evidently. You must be getting cold. Let us-walk 
on.” 

“You may walk alone,” she replied, haughtily. 

“ Follow, then.” 

He proceeded slowly, and in a few seconds Phyllis 
was moving after him. At a turning of the road he 
stopped, looked back, and waited for her. 

“ Phyllis, 1711 show you something.” 

Before she could understand his purpose, he had caught 
hold of her, lifted her in his arms, and was carrying her 
quickly along. A cry of alarm, a useless struggle, and 
Phyllis surrendered herself. When she had become 
perfectly quiet, he carried her for a few yards further, 
then set her down. 

“Now answer me: which of us two is the 
stronger ? ” 

“In brute force ? ” she returned bitterly. 

“In human force. As much as I excel you in bodily 
strength, so much, and more, am I your superior in 
every other quality. When you have learnt that, we 
shall get on admirably.” 

“Oh, I deny it—a thousand times! ” 

“Continue to do so, dear girl, till you have learnt 
the truth of what I say.” 

“‘ How dare you call me ‘ dear’ ? ” 

“Why, because I like you very much, and wouldn’t 
lose you for a good deal.” 

“You love no one but yourself.” 

“T didn’t say ‘love.’ I don’t love you.” 
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“ Now—now you are speaking the dreadful truth! 
Oh, what a man have I married!” 

“A very good sort of man. A capital fellow, in his 
way.” ; 

“A hypocrite—a base——” her tongue checked itself. 

“‘ Nothing of the kind. When did I say that I loved 
you? I have often said that I was in love with you, 
and words to that effect; and truly enough. Quite 
a different thing.” 

Phyllis stood speechless, looking upwards as though 
appealing to immortal powers. In the moonlight her 
face was very beautiful. 

“ And you,” he continued, “ do you love me?” 

oe No ! 39 

“Then we start on equal terms. In love with me 
you certainly were ; as I was with you.” 

“ Because you deceived—entrapped me.” 

“Oh no. For quite a different reason.” Waldron 
smiled. “It is more than likely that some day we shall 
love each other ; in five years’ time, say. Love is slow 
in growing. I want to love you, if possible, and I hope 
you will love me. But I can’t love a girl who hasn’t got 
over her girlish conceit and silliness.” 

“ Nor I a man who is heartless.” 

“ Heaven forbid! Will you walk on with me now ? ” 

She hesitated, but did at length walk by his side. 
After a minute or two, he again broke silence. 

“ T don’t like that maid of yours. She must go.” 

“Go? Oh, that she shall not!” 

“ She will leave us to-morrow,” said Waldron quietly. 

66 Why ? > 

“ Because she entered into a silly plot with her silly 
mistress. It was your fault, of course ; but she must 
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suffer for it. I decided that point when she went out 
and reported to you that I was utterly indifferent about 
your disappearance.” 

Phyllis stopped, and gazed wonderingly at him. + 

“¢ How could you know that ? ” she whispered. 

“J happen to have pretty good eyes, and a fair share 
of brains. Come, little girl, take my arm, and let’s 
get ahead sharply. You'll take cold over this 
business.” 

He drew her towards him, and she was passive. So 
without further speech they walked homewards through 
the divine night. 


THE PESSIMIST OF PLATO ROAD 


The Pessimist of Plato Road 


OW it comes about, I know not; but the fact is 
demonstrable, that two little streets branching 
from Acre Lane—the suburban thoroughfare which 
connects Brixton with Clapham—have been named, 
respectively, after the great lawgiver and the great 
philosopher of Athens. But for this startling originality 
of nomenclature, Solon Road and Plato Road would have 
little or nothing to mark them out among the countless 
similar byways of South London. They are short and 
narrow ; the houses are very small, yet in their feeble 
way pretentious, for the bay-windows of the ground- 
floor display miniature stucco columns, scraped with 
spiral moulding ; they have a plaintive little air of reso- 
lute respectability, of domestic virtue established on the 
very narrowest basis of cash. Great, however, is the 
force of aname. ‘That of Plato Road sufficed to attract 
Mr. Philip Dolamore, who sought a lodging within the 
philosophic precincts, and here abode for the space of 
two years. 

He occupied a tiny back room, which at first served 
him for all purposes. Hither, on week-days, his break- 
fast and supper were brought to him; on Sunday his 
dinner and tea also. But when the landlady had suffi- 
ciently observed him, and felt assured of the perfect 
propriety of his ways, a new arrangement was proposed, 
whereby Mr. Dolamore henceforth took meals with the 
family. Such a proposal could not lightly be made, for 
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Mrs. Byles, a widow of the severest principles, had two 
daughters in their later teens. The young ladies con- 
formed to no type of loveliness, but were amiable and 
sensitive. The elder, Jessie by name, went daily to the 
City, where she had employment at a wholesale stationer’s ; 
her sister, Evelyn, suffered from poor health and confined 
herself to domestic duties. With the utmost solicitude 
Mrs. Byles kept watch over the growth of intimacy 
between Mr. Dolamore and her daughters ; on both sides 
there was a diffidence not easily overcome, and it took 
some weeks before the conversation at table went beyond 
mere civil trivialities. Mr. Dolamore, though his years 
fell considerably short of thirty, had the look and the 
tones of age that had fallen into disillusion and melan- 
choly ; he sat with bowed shoulders and bent head; he 
smiled seldom, and then as though in pity for a world 
that amuses itself. From shadowed hints that escaped 
him, it seemed that his fortunes were much below his 
birth, but on all personal matters he spoke very guardedly, 
A reference to his business (Mrs. Byles had elicited from 
him when first he came that he held a “ mercantile 
post ” in the Borough) manifestly displeased him. 

“ Poor and proud ” was Mrs. Byles’s remark when she 
spoke of him with the girls. For his pride, the conscious- 
ness of superior origin might perhaps account. ‘Then 
there could be no doubt that he was very intellectual. 
He read a great deal ; books—not novels—lay about his 
room, and every Saturday he brought home a number of 
weekly papers with which (the only point in his behaviour 
which fell under Mrs, Byles’s condemnation) he occupied 
himself for the greater part of Sunday, instead of visiting _ 
a place of worship. As time went on, his conversation 
began to suggest a scope of study and thought much beyond 
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the understanding of his hearers ; he let fall the names of 
authors utterly unknown to Plato Road ; with his myster- 
ious melancholic smile, he dropped phrases and broken 
sentences which Mrs. Byles and her daughters either 
failed to comprehend, or heard with a vague anxiety, the 
cause of puzzled whispering between them when he had 
left the room. 

It could not be mistaken that Mr. Dolamore deemed 
himself, from every point of view, greatly the superior 
of the Byles family; but his pallid pensiveness, his 
invariable courtesy, the sad gravity of his condescension 
made it impossible for them to feel offended by his 
attitude. Jessie, whose journeys Cityward kept her 
in tolerable spirits, ventured now and then a timid 
joke at the lodger’s expense ; she declared that he was 
suffering from dyspepsia, the result of sitting at table 
in a bent position, and of never taking wholesome exer- 
cise ; moreover, he stayed up too late at nights, and smoked 
much more than was good for him. Evelyn, on the other 
hand, regarded Mr. Dolamore with a respect, if not 
with a personal admiration, which made her shrink at 
such flippant remarks ; in his presence she rarely ventured 
to utter the simplest word, and if by chance he addressed 
her the blood rushed to her hollow cheeks—a face not 
unobserved by Mrs. Byles, who pondered upon it with 
fluttering apprehension. 

One Saturday afternoon, when Evelyn chanced to 
be alone in the parlour, Dolamore looked in to ask some 
trivial question. The girl had been reading ; Dolamore, 
disposed for conversation, asked what the book was that 
lay on her lap, and in a shamefaced way she answered 
that it was “ only one of Mrs, Henry Wood’s novels.” 

“ Ah—yes. I remember reading some of her books 
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long ago—long ago.” He seemed to ponder on the idle 
tastes of his youth. ‘I never read novels now.” 

“T know it’s a sad waste of time,’ Evelyn admitted, 
timidly. ? 

“Well, you are young, Miss Evelyn. You lead a 
peaceful life. Experience of the world’s bitterness io 
this phrase was frequently on Dolamore’s lips— destroys 
one’s taste for romance. You know what Shelley says: 
‘ The clouds of sunset do take a lurid colouring from the 
eye that hath wept over man’s mortality.’ ” 

Evelyn was much impressed. The quotation, and 
the assigned authorship, were fair specimens of Dola- 
more’s habitual accuracy. His knowledge of the poets 
came to him at second-hand ; his ideas of rhythm and~ 
metre he owed only to himself. 

“What are you reading now, Mr. Dolamore?” the 
girl ventured to ask. 

He smiled, looked towards the ceiling, and answered 
dreamily : 

*¢ ¢« Shoppenhaw.’ ” 

“'That’s in a foreign language, I suppose,” Evelyn 
murmured, when awe suffered her to speak. 

“¢« Shoppenhaw’ isa German philosopher,” he explained 
with an indulgent smile. ‘I read him in an English trans- 
lation, but only because the original is too expensive.” 
Of course he knew no language ; what it is to be intellec- 
tual and at the same time poor! A smile of ironic 
humiliation curled his lip.‘ You know that I am poor?” 

She blushed, and could make no answer. 

“Oh, I’m not ashamed of it!” He looked about 
him with gloomy defiance of destiny. ‘‘ Happily, even 
in our wretched time, the vulgar aptitude for commerce 
is not universal. There’s no reason why I shouldn’t 
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tell you that I live on thirty shillings a week. That is 
the world’s estimate of my value.” 

His voice sank ; his lips quivered ; his nose and chin 
seemed to become more prominent. Evelyn, when she 
dared to glance at him, had the lustre of worship in her 
pale eyes. 

“ Yes” Dolamore continued moodily, “TI sit all day 
at a desk. I do the work that might be done by any 
washerwoman’s boy fresh from a board-school. This is 
what Matthew Arnold calls ‘ the fitness of things.’ ” 

He glared his sarcasm. Evelyn scarcely refrained 
from tears. She felt very low to-day, and had been 
asking herself, “‘ what she had to live for.” 

“Does it not seem to you a hard lot?” he asked, 
smiling with infinite self-pity. 

“Oh, indeed it does! It’s very wrong.” 

“ Well, I don’t know.” He changed to the philoso- 
phic tone. “ Perhaps there is no such thing as right 
and wrong. Or rather, everything is wrong. Life 
is wrong, from the root upwards. ‘That is‘ Shoppenhaw’s’ 
teaching. I have really no right to grumble. It’s 
illogical. You know, Miss Evelyn, I am by conviction 
a pessimist.” 

“Tam so ignorant, Mr. Dolamore. Will you tell me 
what that is?” 

A pessimist is one who sees through all the illusions 
of life. He hopes nothing, because he knows that hope 
is a device of nature to lead one into despair. Pessimism 
teaches one to renounce the desire of life. As long as 
one desires, one is condemned to frustration.” 

Evelyn, aided by the teachings of her formal religion, 
found something half intelligible in these words. She 
begged for further elucidation, and they talked on 
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the subject until Mrs. Byles’s return from shopping 
interrupted them. 

And it was the first of many such talks. In Evelyn 
Byles the pessimist had found a listener who exactly 
suited him. Her genuine ignorance permitted the 
largest display of his simulated knowledge. To her he 
could quote from the paragraphs of penny weeklies to 
his heart’s content, and revile the world which did 
not appreciate its greatest men at the same moment 
that he professed himself indifferent to all the lures 
of life. 

But it came to pass, when Dolamore had resided in 
Plato Road for about a twelvemonth, that Mrs. Byles 
one evening requested a few words with him in private. 
After much beating about the bush—she was a well 
meaning and not indelicate woman—there at length 
fell from her lips an enquiry of unmistakable significance. 

“Mr. Dolamore, as a mother I am obliged to ask you 
whether you think of my daughter Evelyn as anything 
more than a friend?” 

He was prepared for it, but he fell into agitation. 

“Tam afraid I have acted very imprudently. I have 
been led on by the pleasure of—of finding a sympathetic 
companion. Miss. Evelyn, though she has not had my 
advantages as to—as to culture, seems to understand me; 
better, perhaps, than any one else ever did. We talk 
of philosophy—of ‘Shoppenhaw’; only of intellectual 
things. I assure you, Mrs. Byles, there has never been 
a word between us m 

His voice failed. 

“But you know, Mr. Dolamore, that—that a girl’s 
feelings——” 

“Tknow—I know! I judge from my own,” 
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He collapsed into utter despondency. Mrs. Byles 
looked very anxious, and seemed to repress a tear. 

“ You have never thought of marrying, Mr. Dolamore?” 

“Dear Mrs. Byles, my income is thirty shillings a 
week.” His head jerked up and down. “I shrink 
from the vulgar competition of commercial life. I 
don’t see how I am to make more money. Intellect has 
no value in the market—none—none. ” 

“ Ah, but don’t you think you could do better if you 
tried? If you could get an advance of only ten shillings. 
I’m sure you might do that. Read the advertisements.” 
Dolamore shuddered. “ At your age and with your 
abilities ! ” 

It ended in a promise from Dolamore that he would 
try. The mother’s persistency, a certain moral force 
that was in her, guided his feeble will. That very 
night he plighted his troth to Evelyn, and made the girl 
tearfully joyous. Yes, he would bestir himself ; after 
all, he would live. There were places to be got ; certain 
acquaintances might help him. And on the following 
Sunday, when he walked with Evelyn about Clapham 
Common, their talk was of the expenses of house- 
keeping. For a whole week neither of them mentioned 
*¢ Shoppenhaw.” 

Little by little, some of the facts of Dolamore’s 
earlier life became known to his betrothed. He was a 
native of Camden Town, and his father dealt in second- 
hand furniture. But not as a mere tradesman : oh, no! 
for he looked upon furniture with the eyes of an artist— 
“ike William Morris, the poet, you know.” Young 
Philip received his primary education at “an academy 
for the sons of gentlemen.” He had an uncle—now 
dead—who “kept up a large establishment in the 
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country.” (Dolamore did not explain that this estab- 
lishment was a wayside inn.) One of his aunts—now 
dead—had married a “ retired officer ” (in fact, a drill- 
sergeant), All these advantages notwithstartding, 
cruel fortune thrust him out into the world at sixteen, 
to fight his battle alone. 

“And what a battle it has been, Evelyn! ”—he 
glared biliously at her— more than once I have gone into 
my bedroom at night with a bottle of poison in my hand. 
It was not courage that failed me at the last moment. 
But a voice whispered : ‘ It is not your fate to die like this. 
Struggle on! You have intellect. The world cannot 
spare you!’ Ah! in those days I could hope.” 

“Oh! and you can still,” exclaimed his companion. 
* Philip, you have promised me to hope! ” 

“Yes, I will hope; for your sake.” The note of 
condescension was still there. ‘‘ But what a world to 
live in! Ah, if we were both dead, Evelyn, how much 
better ! ” 

“*No—no! Oh, don’t, Philip!” 

He allowed himself to be soothed. 

Week after week went by, month after month, and 
still Dolamore was as far as ever from bettering his 
prospects. He sank again into profoundest gloom. When 
a Sunday glowed with almost the last sunshine of autumn, 
Evelyn persuaded him to go with her on an omnibus 
as far as Tooting. He was ill; he needed the fresh 
air. And in a lonely part of Tooting Common, Dola- 
more gave vent to all the bitterness of his soul. 

“Other ‘people go to the seaside, to the Lakes, to the 
Highlands; I—I—have to be content with Tooting 
Common! Think what it means to a man of my cul- 
ture. Only think that I have never been abroad; yet 
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what man living is better fitted to appreciate the sights 
of the Continent—‘ the splendour that was Greece, 
and the beauty that was Rome?’ I revolt against it ! 
I revolt!” 

He shook his fist skyward. His eyes were bloodshot ; 
for a moment he showed his yellow teeth. 

“Your day will come, darling,” said the girl, in a 
choked voice. 

“My day! Yes; the day of my death. I am long- 
ing for it. Death is rest and peace. It’s only the 
paltry creatures that can find satisfaction in such a 
world as this. Death is my only friend!” 

“Oh, Philip! Don’t you love me?” 

“Poor little girl!” He sighed, and looked stead- 
fastly at her. Then, with a sudden reminiscence of 
some stage Hamlet— 

“Leave me! Forget me! What have I to do with 
love? Go back to your quiet, simple life, and forget 
that you have ever known such a man as Iam! I don’t 
love you! I only love Death.” 

Then followed the scene that he had anticipated. 
No one being within sight, Evelyn clung about him with 
tears and entreaties and protestations. He was too 
good, too noble, to break her heart with such unkindness. 
What did it matter to her if he never earned more 
money? She would always love him. If they could 
not marry they might still love each other, be all the 
world to each other. And once more the man was 
softened ; he averted his face. 

“Evelyn,” he said to her presently, “did you ever 
expect to marry a man like me—a man of my culture ?” 

Oh, that I never did!” 

“ Jen’t it strange that you and I should have met ? 
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You, a simple little girl, and I, a man who might assoc- 
iate with the leading minds of the day.” 

It was a sincere estimate of himself. Sham education, 
and the poisonous atmosphere of sham culture ¢very- 
where diffused by newspapers, books, and lectures, 
had brought him to this pass. He quivered in a paroxysm 
of frantic conceit. 

Mrs. Byles was growing very unhappy. Her elder 
daughter had begun to talk disparagingly of Dolamore, - 
and to scoff at the gloomy grandeurs of his rhetoric. 
It was an unhappy day for them, declared Jessie, when he 
came into the house. Anyone could see that poor 
Evelyn would soon develop consumption or heart dis- 
ease. Something ought to be done. And when the 
engagement had lasted all but a twelvemonth, with no 
sign as yet of manly activity in Dolamore, Mrs. Byles 
took a resolve that something must be done. 

She lacked courage to do it alone; Jessie must be 
with her. They succeeded in getting Evelyn away from 
home for an hour or two, then summoned her lover to 
a conference. Mrs. Byles began in such a weak strain 
that Jessie lost patience. 

“You see, Philip, things can’t go on like this. They 
can’t indeed. Mother and I have talked it over, and 
we really feel obliged to ask you to—to go away—to 
find some other lodgings. We don’t mean that we want 
you to break off your engagement with Evelyn—of course 
we haven’t a right. But it would be better for yousand 
her and all of us if you didn’t live in this house. You are 
so very, very—depressing. A change would do you a 
great deal of good—now, don’t you think so ? ” 

The pessimist gave ear with patient dignity, and 
when Jessie, breathless after her bold assault, tried to 
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read its effect upon him, she saw that he was resuming 
the distant air which characterised him long ago. For 
a minute at least he sat silent ; then, looking from the 
girl to her mother, he smiled as though they had been 
entreating a boon of him which he was graciously 
disposed to grant. 

“JT will certainly adopt your suggestion. Say noth- 
ing to Evelyn; I take that upon myself. In a week’s 
time the new arrangement shall be made.” 

After this, Mrs. Byles found it easier to talk in plain, 
motherly language, and she bestowed upon her would- 
be son-in-law a great deal of excellent advice. It 
amused him—so obviously was it applicable only to 
men of the common stamp—and he listened and replied 
with a sort of weary tolerance. An hour later he had 
his interview with Evelyn. It surprised him not a little 
to find that she could listen with calm whilst he proposed 
to shelter his much-enduring head under an alien roof. 
Evelyn, in truth, was sacrificing her own desires out 
of regard for her mother and sister, who, she knew, 
would be much happier if they saw less of Philip Dolamore. 
Hope of a speedy marriage she had altogether abandoned. 
The constitution of her mind permitted her to look 
forward indefinitely, with confidence in her lover’s 
faith and a vague trust in the order of things, which 
seemed to favour matrimony. 

So Dolamore packed his slender belongings and went 
forth, as he expressed it, into the wilderness ; that is to 
say, he found a lodging in North Brixton. By stipula- 
tion, he would visit Plato Road twice a week. Evelyn 
might write to him as often as she chose, and he would 
respond when a lighter spirit prompted him. 

Three days only had elapsed when Evelyn received 
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from him a note of ambiguous tenor. All it contained 
was this : 


“‘ Meet me to-morrow evening, at seven, by our tree 
on Clapham Common. I have something to tell you. 


sd Re 


Mrs. Byles and Jessie were of opinion that this augured 
- good news. He had taken some step at last, urged 
doubtless by the fear that Evelyn might altogether break 
with him. Evelyn herself could not feel so hopeful. 
For more than a week she had been tortured with 
nervous headache, which kept her awake at night and 
made her days a blank wretchedness. Persistence of 
ill-fortune seemed to her the only probable thing that 
her lover could have to speak of. 

She met him, and at the first glance saw with leaping 
heart that he looked comparatively cheerful. 

** You have good news ? ” 

“As you take it,” he answered, with a peculiar solem- 
nity. “I call it good—the best. Let us walk on, and 
just listen tome. Don’t interrupt.” 

The summer evening shone warm and bright about 
them. Numbers of people were within sight, and 
shouting voices sounded from a part of the common 
where boys were at cricket; but the privacy of this 
particular spot, as they had long since discovered, could 
generally be depended upon. Dolamore moved slowly 
forward, and spoke with his eyes on the ground. 

“Evelyn, in a month’s time I shall be homeless and 
penniless. ‘They have told me to-day at the office that 
they must dispense with my services. It didn’t surprise 
me. I wonder it hasn’t come long before this. You 
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know I am quite unfit for the hateful routine of office 
work. I suppose my troubles of late have made me 
careless ; the fact is, several mistakes of mine were pointed 
out. I could have laughed in their faces when they 
spoke of them—the contemptible money-grubbers ! 
Well, never mind. It’s come to an end; and now 33 

He stood still, became silent, looked into the girl’s 
face. In the matter of unhealthiness, there was little 
to choose between his countenance and hers, but Evelyn 
showed a profound misery, whereas he could smile. 

“ But you will find another place,” she said in low, 
uneven tones. 

“J shall not try.” 

“Then what “4 

He took from his pocket a folded sheet of notepaper. 

“ Read that, Evelyn!” 

Through her tears she endeavoured to do so. The 
first line astonished her. 


“TO THE EDITOR OF ‘THE DAILY TELE- 
GRAPH.’” 
Then followed this :— 

“ Srx,—I am about to take a step which to me is of 
some importance, and also, I cannot help thinking, to 
the world at large. Permit me to address you in a few 
lines, and, through you, the great public of your readers. 
Is it, Sir, or is it not, a matter of any account toa civilised 
nation, that the most intellectual of its sons should be 
enabled to lead a life distinguished in outward respects 
from that of the meanest and the most ignorant? I 
should have thought so ; yet here am I, a highly educated 
and thoughtful man, unable to find any means of support- 
ing myself save by that office-slavery which even the 
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vulgar shrink from. Nay, even thus I cannot, it seems, 
earn my bread, for I am about to be cast into the streets 
by the ignoble employers who have hitherto made use of 
me. Under these circumstances, I cannot hesitate 
how to act; in a world so basely ordered, I refuse to 
live longer. As a student of philosophy, I ‘claim 
the right to put an end to my life; and when you 
receive this letter, my being will be dispersed into its 
elements.” 


Thus far Evelyn read; then a strange dreadful moan 
escaped her. Her hands fell, and she stared at Dolamore 
with wide eyes. 

“ Have you read it all ? ” he asked calmly. 

“ Philip !—Never !—You shall not!” 

“ My dear little girl, it is decided. You can’t put 
back the hand upon the clock of destiny.” He had 
thought of this phrase on the way hither. “ ‘To-morrow 
is my last day. But”—the tremor of outrageous 
conceit ran through him—‘‘ when I am gone, people 
will talk of me. This letter will be printed; if not 
before the inquest, then after it. At last I shall stand 
out in the view of people who can sympathise with me ; 
my obscurity will be at an end ; my name will be remem- 
bered. The papers—daily and weekly—will write about 
me. Yes! It is idle to talk about it. To-morrow 
night I die!” 

He said it with exultation; his poor, common, 
unwholesome visage was transfigured with the glow of 
gratified vanity. Evelyn burst into incoherent entreaties 
and bewailings, clung to him, kissed his hand and his 
arm ; but Dolamore merely picked the letter from the 
grass and put it away, 
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Oh, Philip! Then I will die with you, darling! 
I will die too!” 

He examined her gravely. 

“No, no, my poor girl. Live and be happy!” 

“Happy? I? Oh, I feel so wretchedly ill! My 
head! I shall be glad to die, and have done with every- 
thing. Tellme how? What will you do it with?” 

** Evelyn, are you in earnest ? ” 

“Tam, if you are. If you die, Philip, I shall die too.” 

He lowered his voice, and spoke, it seemed in a tone 
of satisfaction. Very well, they would both die; they 
would drink poison at the same moment, he in his 
lodgings, she in her own home. This point agreed 
upon, they discussed the details with scarcely a show of 
agitation. Dolamore mentioned the fatal drug, a mere 
narcotic. ‘‘ You go to sleep for ever—that’s all. No 
pain; no consciousness of death.” Evelyn, thanks to 
her headache, could easily go to bed at a very early hour, 
long before her sister came home; when Jessie entered 
the room (they shared one in the little house) Evelyn 
would seem asleep, but would really be dead. She should 
write a letter to her mother, and leave it under the pillow. 

“We shall both be talked of.” Dolamore recurred 
to this several times. “ Write to your mother that we 
both die at the same time. Dear Evelyn! Good little 
girl!” 

He seemed more fond of her than ever before, holding 
her hand and caressing it. And whilst they talked 
thus the sun went down. Still they lingered together, 
insensible to the flight of time. They sang pzans to 
Death—the friend, the deliverer. They grew exalted, and 
as genuinely poetical as two little Cockney souls could be. 

To-morrow morning they were to meet again. Dola- 
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more would bring with him a phial, which Evelyn 
would take home. In the meantime she could satisfy 
the curiosity of her mother and sister with some harmless 
tale. Grief was preparing for these two, of course’; but 
how soon it would pass! Having one less in the home, 
life would be easier for them on their narrow income. 

And everything thus arranged was carried out—up 
to a certain point. At four o’clock on the following 
afternoon Evelyn, who had just drunk a cup of tea, 
told her mother that she could bear the headache no 
longer, that she must go upstairs and lie in the darkened 
room. She spoke so very quietly and patiently that Mrs, 
Byles gave a mere assent to the proposal. Evelyn had 
announced that Philip was maturing a very good project 
which must not be revealed just yet. The mother and 
sister tried to be sanguine; they saw that Evelyn had 
passed into a singularly placid mood, despite her headache. 

She went up to the little bedroom, drew the blind, 
placed under her pillow a letter and a phial, then quickly 
undressed. At half-past four she was to swallow the 
draught ; a clock that chimed hard by would let her know 
the moment. 

Her eyes were fixed upon the window where the 
pattern of the chintz blind showed against broad daylight. 
Now and then a cold current of dread ran along her veins, 
but she thought of Philip, who lay even as she was 
lying, and this spiritual companionship upheld, her 
wonderfully. The companionship would continue after 
death ; their names would stand together in the news- 
papers ; it would be known that she, even she, had been 
chosen for the love of such a man as Philip Dolamore. 
When they read his proud, beautiful letter, how many 
women would envy her ! ; 
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The church clock chimed; she turned a little, and 
took the phial, and drank. 

_ Had Dolamore aimed at exact knowledge, he might 

have discovered that this drug of his choice, if taken 
in an excessive dose, saved the would-be suicide by merely 
acting as a violent emetic. Bent on making death a 
certainty, he had altogether overshot the fatal limit ; 
and so it happened that Mrs. Byles, walking softly by 
the room in which Evelyn lay, heard sounds that alarmed 
her. She rushed in—and the events of the next hour 
or two could be best explained by the medical man who 
was immediately summoned. Evelyn did not die. 

The letter beneath her pillow was discovered and 
read, with the result that a messenger presently called 
at the house where Philip Dolamore had his abode. 
Only to learn that, an hour or two previously, Mr. Dola- 
more had taken a very sudden departure, with bag and 
baggage, saying that he was called on business into the 
country. Ofhim Mrs. Byles and her daughters heard no 
more. 

The pessimist, aware of penalties directed against 
those who incite to suicide, for a long time kept in hiding, 
and came very near to death by starvation. When he 
crept forth again and mingled with mankind in a strange 
town, to earn a wretched living in ways unspecified, he 
no longer felt the thrills of vanity. For all he knew, 
Evelyn Byles was dead ; and he could not easily forget 
that the prolongation of his own days in this miserable 
world was due merely to a craven disloyalty at the moment 
when he went to post his letter to The Daily Telegraph, 
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The Foolish Virgin 


OMING down to breakfast, as usual rather late, 
Miss Jewell was surprised to find several persons 
still at table. Their conversation ceased as she entered, 
and all eyes were directed to her with a look in which 
she discerned some special meaning. For several reasons 
she was in an irritable humour; the significant smiles, 
the subdued “Good mornings,” and the silence that 
followed, so jarred upon her nerves that, save for 
curiosity, she would have turned and left the room. 

Mrs. Banting (generally at this hour busy in other 
parts of the house) inquired with a sympathetic air 
whether she would take porridge; the others awaited 
her reply as if it were a matter of general interest. Miss 
Jewell abruptly demanded an egg. The awkward 
pause was broken by a high falsetto. 

“I believe you know who it is all the time, Mr. Drake,” 
said Miss Ayres, addressing the one man present. 

“TJ assure you I don’t. Upon my word, I don’t. 
The whole thing astonishes me.” 

Resolutely silent, Miss Jewell listened to a conver- 
sation the drift of which remained dark to her, until 
some one spoke the name “ Mr. Cheeseman 5 then At 
was with difficulty that she controlled her face and her 
tongue. The servant brought her an egg. She struck 
it clumsily with the edge of the spoon, and asked in an 
affected drawl : ‘‘ What are you people talking about ? ” 

Mrs, Sleath, smiling maliciously, took it upon 
herself to reply. 
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“Mr. Drake has had a letter from Mr. Cheeseman. 
He writes that he’s engaged, but doesn’t say who to. 
Delicious mystery, isn’t it ? ” 

The listener tried to swallow a piece of bread and 
butter, and seemed to struggle with a constriction of 
the throat. Then, looking round the table, she said 
with contemptuous pleasantry : 

** Some lodging-house servant, I shouldn’t wonder.” 

Everyonelaughed. ‘Then Mr. Drake declared he must be 
off, and rose from the table. The ladies also moved, and 
in a minute or two Miss Jewell sat at her breakfast alone. 

She was a tall, slim person, with unremarkable, not 
ill-moulded features. Nature meant her to be graceful 
in form and pleasantly feminine of countenance; unwhole- 
some habit of mind and body was responsible for the 
defects that now appeared in her. She had no colour, 
no flesh ; but an agreeable smile would well have become 
her lips, and her eyes needed only the illumination of 
healthy thought to be more than commonly attractive. 
A few months would see the close of her twenty-ninth 
year; but Mrs. Banting’s boarders, with some excuse, 
judged her on the wrong side of thirty. 

Her meal, a sad pretence, was soon finished. She 
went to the window and stood there for five minutes 
looking at the cabs and pedestrians in the sunny street. 
Then, with the languid step which had become natural to 
her, she ascended the stairs and turned into the drawing- 
room. Here, as she had expected, two ladies sat in close 
conversation. Without heeding them, she walked to the 
piano, selected a sheet of music, and sat down to play. 

Presently, whilst she drummed with vigour on the 
keys, some one approached ; she looked up and saw Mrs. 
Banting ; the other persons had left the room. 
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“Tf it’s true,” murmured Mrs. Banting with genuine 
kindliness on her flabby lips, “ all I can say is that it’s 
shameful—shameful ! ” 

Miss Jewell stared at her. 

“What do you mean?” 

“Mr. Cheeseman—to go and 

*©T don’t understand you. What is it tome?” 

The words were thrown out almost fiercely, and a 
crash on the piano drowned whatever Mrs. Banting 
meant to utter in reply. Miss Jewell now had the 
drawing-room to herself. 

She “ practised ” for half an hour, careering through 
many familiar pieces with frequent mechanical correc- 
tion of time-honoured blunders. When at length she 
was going up to her room, a grinning servant handed 
her a letter which had just arrived. A glance at the 
envelope told her from whom it came, and in privacy 
she at once opened it. The writer’s address was 
Glasgow. 


9 


“My Dear Rosamund,” began the letter, “I can’t 
understand why you write in such a nasty way. For 
some time now your letters have been horrid. I don’t 
show them-to William because if I did he would get 
into a tantrum. What I have to say to you now is 
this, that we simply can’t go on sending you the money. 
We haven’t it to spare, and that’s the plain truth. You 
think we’re rolling in money, and it’s no use telling you 
we are not. William said last night that you must find 
some way of supporting yourself, and I can only say the 
same. You area lady and hada thorough good education, 
and I am sure you have only to exert yourself. William 
says I may promise you a five pound note twice a year, 
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but more than that you must not expect. Now do just 
think over your position——” 

She threw the sheet of paper aside, and sat down to 
brood miserably. ‘This little back bedroom, at no time 
conducive to good spirits, had seen Rosamund in many a 
dreary or exasperated mood; to-day it beheld her on 
the very verge of despair. Illuminated texts of Scripture 
spoke to her from the walls in vain ; portraits of admired 
clergymen smiled vainly from the mantelpiece. She 
was conscious only of a dirty carpet, an ill-made bed, 
faded curtains, and a window that looked out on nothing. 
One cannot expect much for a guinea a week, when it 
includes board and lodging ; the bedroom was at least a 
refuge, but even that, it seemed, would henceforth be 
denied her. Oh, the selfishness of people! And oh, 
the perfidy of man! 

For eight years, since the breaking up of her home, 
Rosamund had lived in London boarding-houses. To 
begin with, she could count on a sufficient income, 
resulting from property in which she had a legitimate 
share. Owing to various causes, the value of this property 
had steadily diminished, until at length she became 
dependent upon the subsidies of kinsfolk ; for more than 
a twelvemonth now, the only person able and willing 
to continue such remittances had been her married 
sister, and Rosamund had hardly known what it was to 
have a shilling of pocket-money. From time to time she 
thought feebly and confusedly of “ doing something,” 
but her aims were so vague, her capabilities so inade- 
quate that she always threw aside the intention in sheer 
hopelessness. Whatever will she might once have 
possessed had evaporated in the boarding-house atmo- 
sphere. It was hard to believe that her brother-in-law 
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would ever withhold the poor five pounds a month. 
And—what is the use of boarding-houses if not to renew 
indefinitely the hope of marriage ? 

She was not of the base order of women. Conscience 
yet lived in her, and drew support from religion ; some- 
thing of modesty, of self respect, still clad her starving 
soul. Ignorance and ill-luck had once or twice thrown 
her into such society as may be found in establishments 
outwardly respectable; she trembled and fled. Even 
in such a house as this of Mrs. Banting’s, she had known 
sickness of disgust. Herself included, four single women 
abode here at the present time; and the scarcely 
disguised purpose of every one of them was to entrap 
a marriageable man. In the others, it seemed to her 
detestable, and she hated all three, even as they in their 
turn detested her. Rosamund flattered herself with 
the persuasion that she did not aim merely at marriage 
and a subsistence; she would not marry any one; her 
desire was for sympathy, true companionship. In years 
gone by she had used to herself a more sacred word ; 
nowadays the homely solace seemed enough. And of 
late a ray of hope had glimmered upon her dusty path. 
Mr. Cheeseman, with his plausible airs, his engaging 
smile, had won something more than her confidence ; 
an acquaintance of six months, ripening at length to 
intimacy, justified her in regarding him with sanguine 
emotion. They had walked together in Kensington 
Gardens; they had exchanged furtive and significant 
glances at table and elsewhere ; everyone grew aware of 
the mutual preference. It shook her with a painful mis- 
giving when Mr. Cheeseman went away for his holiday 
and spoke no word; but probably he would write. 
He had written—to his friend Drake ; and all was over. 


_A Victim of Circumstances 192 


Her affections suffered, but that was not the worst. 
Her pride had never received so cruel a blow. 

After a life of degradation which might well have 
unsexed her, Rosamund remained a woman., The 
practice of affectations numberless had taught her one 
truth, that she could never hope to charm save by 
reliance upon her feminine qualities. Boarding-house 
girls, such numbers of whom she had observed, seemed 
all intent upon disowning their womanhood; they 
cultivated masculine habits, wore as far as possible male 
attire, talked loud slang, threw scorn (among them- 
selves at all events) upon domestic virtues; and not a 
few of them seemed to profit by the prevailing fashion. 
Rosamund had tried these tactics, always with conscious 
failure. At other times, and vastly to her relief, she 
aimed in precisely the opposite direction, encouraging 
herself in feminine extremes. She would talk with 
babbling naiveté, exaggerate the languor induced by 
idleness, lack of exercise, and consequent ill-health ; 
betray timidities and pruderies, let fall a pious phrase, 
rise of a morning for “ early celebration ” and let the 
fact be known. These and the like extravagances had 
appeared to fascinate Mr. Cheeseman, who openly 
professed his dislike for androgynous persons. And 
Rosamund enjoyed the satisfaction of moderate sincerity. 
Thus, or very much in this way, would she be content 
to live. Romantic passion she felt to be beyond her 
scope. Long ago—ah! perhaps long ago, when *she 
first knew Geoffrey Hunt 

The name as it crossed her mind, suggested an escape 
from the insufferable ennui and humiliation of the 
hours till evening. It must be half a year since she 
called upon the Hunts, her only estimable acquaintances 
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in or near London. They lived at Teddington, and the 
railway fare was always a deterrent; nor did she care 
much for Mrs. Hunt and her daughters, who of late 
years had grown reserved with her, as if uneasy about 
her mode of life. True, they were not at all snobbish ; 
homely, though well-to-do people; but they had such 
strict views, and could not understand the existence 
of a woman less energetic than themselves. In her 
present straits, which could hardly be worse, their counsel 
might prove of value; though she doubted her courage 
when it came to making confessions. 

She would do without luncheon (impossible to sit at 
table with those “creatures ’’) and hope to make up 
for it at tea ; in truth, appetite was not likely to trouble 
her. Then for dress. Wearily she compared this 
garment with that, knowing beforehand that all were 
out of fashion and more or less shabby. Oh, what did 
it matter! She had come to beggary, the result that 
might have been foreseen long ago. Her faded costume 
suited fitly enough with her fortunes—nay, with her 
face. For just then she caught a sight of herself in the 
glass, and shrank. A lump choked her: looking 
desperately as if for help, for pity, through gathering 
tears, she saw the Bible verse on the nearest wall : “ Come 
unto me .’ Her heartbe came that of a woeful 
child: she put her hands before her face, and prayed 
in the old, simple words of childhood. 

As her call must not be made before half-past three, 
she could not set out upon the journey forthwith ; but 
it was a relief to get away from the house. In this 
bright weather, Kensington Gardens, not far away, 
seemed a natural place for loitering, but the alleys would 
remind her too vividly of late companionship ; she walked 
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in another direction, sauntered for an hour by the shop 
windows of Westbourne Grove, and, when she felt tired, 
sat at the railway station until it was time to start. 
At Teddington, half-a-mile’s walk lay before her ; though 
she felt no hunger, long abstinence and the sun’s heat 
taxed her strength to the point of exhaustion ; on reaching 
her friend’s door, she stood trembling with nervousness 
and fatigue. The door opened, and to her dismay she 
learnt that Mrs. Hunt was away from home. Happily, 
the servant added that Miss Caroline was in the garden. 

“ll go round,” said Rosamund at once. “ Don’t 
trouble——” 

The pathway round the pleasant little house soon 
brought her within view of a young lady who sat in a 
garden chair, sewing. But Miss Caroline was not alone ; 
near to her stood a man in shirt sleeves and bare-headed, 
vigorously sawing a plank; he seemed to be engaged in 
the construction of a summer-house, and Rosamund 
took him at first sight for a mechanic, but when he 
turned round, exhibiting a ruddy face all agleam with 
health and good humour, she recognised the young 
lady’s brother, Geoffrey Hunt. He, as though for the 
moment puzzled, looked fixedly at her. 

“ Oh, Miss Jewell, how glad I am to see you!” 

Enlightened by his sister’s words, Geoffrey dropped 
the saw, and stepped forward with still heartier greeting. 
Had civility permitted, he might easily have explained 
his doubts. It was some six years since his last meeting 
with Rosamund, and she had changed not a little; he 
remembered her as a graceful and rather pretty girl, 
with life in her, even if it ran for the most part to silliness, 
gaily dressed, sprightly of manner ; notwithstanding the 
account he had received of her from his relatives, it 
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astonished him to look upon this limp, faded woman. 
In Rosamund’s eyes, Geoffrey was his old self, perhaps 
a trifle more stalwart, and if anything handsomer, but 
with just the same light in his eyes, the same smile on 
his bearded face, the same cordiality of utterance. For 
an instant, she compared him with Mr. Cheeseman, 
and flushed for very shame. Unable to command her 
voice, she stammered incoherent nothings ; only when a 
seat supported her weary body did she lose the dizziness 
which had threatened downright collapse ; then she closed 
her eyes, and forgot everything but the sense of rest. 

Geoffrey drew on his coat, and spoke jestingly of his 
amateur workmanship. Such employment, however, 
seemed not inappropriate to him, for his business was 
that of a timber merchant. Of late years he had lived 
abroad, for the most part in Canada. Rosamund learnt 
that at present he was having a longish holiday. 

“ And you go back to Canada?” 

This she asked when Miss Hunt had stepped into the 
house to call for tea. Geoffrey answered that it was 
doubtful ; for various reasons he rather hoped to remain in 
England, but the choice did not altogether rest with him. 

“ At all events”—she gave a poor little laugh— 
“you haven’t pined in exile.” 

“Not a bit of it. I have always had plenty of hard 
work—the one thing needful.” 

“Yes—I remember—you always used to say that. 
And I used to protest. You granted, I think, that it 
might be different with women.” 

tid Le” 

He wished to add something to the point, but refrained 
out of compassion. It was clear to him that Miss Jewell, 
at all events, would have been none the worse for exacting 
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employment. Mrs. Hunt had spoken of her with the 
disapprobation natural in a healthy, active woman of 
the old school, and Geoffrey himself could not avoid a 
contemptuous judgment. ; 

“ You have lived in London all this time ? ” he-asked, 
before she could speak. 

“ Yes. Where else should I live? My sister at 
Glasgow doesn’t want me there, and—and_there’s 
nobody else, you know.” She tried to laugh. “TI have 
friends in London—well, that is to say—at all events ’m 
not quite solitary.” 

The man smiled, and could not allow her to suspect 
how profoundly he pitied such a condition. Caroline 
Hunt had reappeared ; she began to talk of her mother 
and sister, who were enjoying themselves in Wales. Her 
own holiday would come upon their return ; Geoffrey 
was going to take her to Switzerland. 

Tea arrived just as Rosamund was again sinking into 
bodily faintness and desolation of spirit. It presently 
restored her, but she could hardly converse. She kept 
hoping that Caroline would offer her some invitation— 
to lunch, to dine, anything ; but as yet no such thought 
seemed to occur to the young hostess. Suddenly the 
aspect of things was altered by the arrival of new callers, 
a whole family, man, wife and three children, strangers 
to Rosamund. For a time it seemed as if she must go 
away without any kind of solace ; for Geoffrey had quitted 
her, and she sat alone. On the spur of irrational resent- 
ment, she rose and advanced to Miss Hunt. 

“Oh, but you are not going! I want you to stay and 
have dinner with us, if you can. Would it make you too 
later?” 


Rosamund flushed and could scarce contain her 
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delight. In a moment she was playing with the youngest 
of the children, and even laughing aloud, so that Geoffrey 
glanced curiously towards her. Even the opportunity 
of private conversation which she had not dared to count 
upon was granted before long; when the callers had 
departed Caroline excused herself, and left her brother 
alone with the guest for half an hour. There was no 
time to be lost ; Rosamund broached almost immediately 
the subject uppermost in her mind. 

“Mr. Hunt, I know how dreadful it is to have people 
asking for advice, but if I might—if you could have 
patience with me——” 

*“‘T haven’t much wisdom to spare,” he answered, with 
easy good nature. 

“* Oh, you are very rich in it, compared with poor me. 
And my position is so difficult. I want—I am trying to 
find some way of being useful in the world. I am tired 
of living for myself. I seem.to be such a useless creature. 
Surely even I must have some talent, which it’s my duty 
to put to use! Where should I turn? Could you help 
me with a suggestion ? ” 

Her words, now that she had overcome the difficulty 
of beginning, chased each other with breathless speed, 
and Geoffrey was all but constrained to seriousness ; he 
took it for granted, however, that Miss Jewell frequently 
used this language ; doubtless it was part of her foolish, 
futile existence to talk of her soul’s welfare, especially 
in téte-4-téte with unmarried men. The truth he did 
not suspect, and Rosamund could not bring herself to 
convey it in plain words. 

**T do so envy the people who have something to live 
for!” ‘Thus she panted. “I fear I have never had a 
purpose in life—I’m sure I don’t know why. Of course 

0 
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I’m only a woman, but even women nowadays are doing 
so much. You don’t despise their efforts, do you ?” 

“ Not indiscriminately.” 

“ Tf [ could feel myself a profitable member of sdciety ! 
I want to be lifted above my wretched self. Is there no 
great end to which I could devote myself ? ” 

Her phrases grew only more magniloquent, and all the 
time she was longing for courage to say: “ How can I 
earn money?” Geoffrey, confirmed in the suspicion that 
she talked only for effect, indulged his natural humour. 

“I’m such a groveller, Miss Jewell. I never knew 
these aspirations. I see the world mainly as cubic feet 
of timber.” 

“No, no, you won’t make me believe that. I know 
you have ideals!” 

“That word reminds me of poor old Halliday. You 
remember Halliday, don’t you?” 

In vexed silence, Rosamund shook her head. 

“But I think you must have met him, in the old 
days. A tall, fair man—no? He talked a great deal 
about ideals, and meant to move the world. We lost 
sight of each other when I first left England, and only met 
again a day or two ago. He is married, and has three 
children, and looks fifty years old, though he can’t be 
much more than thirty. He took me to see his wife— 
they live at Forest Hill.” 

Rosamund was not listening, and the speaker became 
aware of it. Having a purpose in what he was about to 
say, he gently claimed her attention. 

“1 think Mrs. Halliday is the kind of woman who 
would interest you. If ever any one had a purpose in 
life she has.” ne 

“Indeed? And what ?” 
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“To keep house admirably, and bring up her children 
as well as possible, on an income which would hardly 
supply some women with shoe-leather.” 

“Oh, that’s very dreadful! ” 

“Very fine, it seems to me. I never saw a woman for 
whom I could feel more respect. Halliday and she 
suit each other perfectly; they would be the happiest 
people in England if they had any money. As he walked 
back with me to the station he talked about their diffi- 
culties. They can’t afford to engage a good servant 
(if one exists nowadays), and cheap sluts have driven 
them frantic, so that Mrs. Halliday does everything 
with her own hands.” 

“Tt must be awful.” 

* Pretty hard, no doubt. She is an educated woman— 
otherwise, of course, she couldn’t, and wouldn’t manage 
it. And, by the by ”’—he paused for quiet emphasis— 
“she has a sister, unmarried, who lives in the country 
and does nothing at all. It occurs to one—doesn’t it ? 
—that the idle sister might pretty easily find scope for 
her energies.” 

Rosamund stared at the ground. She was not so 
dull as to lose the significance of this story, and she 
imagined that Geoffrey reflected upon herself in relation 
to her own sister. She broke the long silence by saying 
awkwardly : 

**T’m sure I would never allow a sister of mine to lead 
such a life.” 

*T don’t think you would,” replied the other. And, 
though he spoke genially, Rosamund felt it a very mod- 
erate declaration of his belief in her. Overcome by 
strong feeling, she exclaimed : 

““T would do anything to be of use in the world. 
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You don’t think I mean it, but I do, Mr. Hunt. I——” 

Her voice faltered; the all important word stuck 
in her throat. And at that moment Geoffrey rose. 

“ Shall we walk about ? Let me show you my mother’s 
fernery ; she is very proud of it.” ; 

That was the end of intimate dialogue. Rosamund 
felt aggrieved, and tried to shape sarcasms, but the man’s 
imperturbable good humour soon made her forget 
everything save the pleasure of being in his company. 
It was a bitter-sweet evening, yet perhaps enjoyment 
predominated. Of course, Geoffrey would conduct her 
to the station ; she never lost sight of this hope. There 
would be another opportunity for plain speech. But 
her desire was frustrated; at the time of departure, 
Caroline said that they might as well all go together. 
Rosamund could have wept for chagrin. 

She returned to the detested house, the hateful 
little bedroom, and there let her tears have way. In_ 
dread lest the hysterical sobs should be overheard, she 
all but stifled herself. 

Then, as if by blessed inspiration, a great thought 
took shape in her despairing mind. At the still hour of 
night she suddenly sat up in the darkness, which seemed 
illumined by a wondrous hope. A few minutes motion- 
less ; the mental light grew dazzling; she sprang out 
of bed, partly dressed herself, and by the rays of a candle 


sat down to write a letter: 
4 


“Dear Mr. Hont, 

“Yesterday I did not tell you the whole 
truth. I have nothing to live upon, and I must find 
employment or starve. My brother-in-law has been 
supporting me for a long time—I am ashamed to tell 
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you, but I will—and he can doso nolonger. I wanted 
to ask you for practical advice, but I did not make my 
meaning clear. For all that, you did advise me, and very 
well indeed. I wish to offer myself as domestic help 
to poor Mrs, Halliday. Do you think she would have 
me? I ask no wages—only food and lodging. I will 
work harder and better than any general servant— 
I will indeed. My health is not bad, and I am fairly 
strong. Don’t—don’t throw scorn on this! Will 
you recommend me to Mrs. Halliday—or ask Mrs. Hunt 
to do so? I beg that you will. Please write to me at 
once, and say yes. I shall be ever grateful to you. 
“Very sincerely yours, 
** RosaMUND JEWELL.” 


This she posted as early as possible. The agonies she 
endured in waiting for a reply served to make her heedless 
of boarding-house spite, and by the last post that same 
evening came Geoffrey’s letter. He wrote that her 
suggestion was startling. “‘ Your motive seems to me 
very praiseworthy, but whether the thing would be possible 
is another question. I dare not take upon myself the 
responsibility of counselling you to such a step. Pray, 
take time, and think. I am most grieved to hear of 
your difficulties, but is there not some better way out 
of them ?” 

Yes, there it was! Geoffrey Hunt could not believe 
in her power to do anything praiseworthy. So had it 
been six years ago, when she would have gone through 
flood and flame to win his admiration. But in those days 
she was a girlish simpleton ; she had behaved idiotically. 
It should be different now ; were it at the end of her life, 
she would prove to him that he had slighted her unjustly. 
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Brave words, but Rosamund attached some meaning 
to them. The woman in her—the ever-prevailing 
woman—was wrought by fears and vanities, urgencies 
and desires, to a strange point of exaltation. Forthwith, 
she wrote again: “‘ Send me, I entreat you, Mrs. Halli- 
day’s address. I will go and see her. No, I can’t do 
anything but work with my hands. I am no good for 
anything else. If Mrs. Halliday refuses me, I shall go 
as a servant into some other house. Don’t mock at me; 
I don’t deserve it. Write at once.” 

Till midnight she wept and prayed. 

Geoffrey sent her the address, adding a few dry words : 
“If you are willing and able to carry out this project, 
your ambition ought to be satisfied. You will have 
done your part towards solving one of the gravest 
problems of the time.” Rosamund did not at once 
understand ; when the writer’s meaning grew clear, she 
kept repeating the words, as though they were a new 
gospel. Yes! she would be working nobly, helping to 
show a way out of the great servant difficulty. It would 
be an example to poor ladies, like herself, who were 
ashamed of honest work. And Geoffrey Hunt was looking 
on. He must needs marvel; perhaps he would admire 
greatly ; perhaps—oh, oh ! 

Of course, she found a difficulty in wording her letter 
to the lady who had never heard of her, and of whom 
she knew practically nothing. But zeal surmounted 
obstacles. She began by saying that she was in search 
of domestic employment, and that, through her friends 
at Teddington, she had heard of Mrs. Halliday as a 
lady who might consider her application. Then followed 
an account of herself, tolerably ingenuous, and an 
amplification of the phrases she had addressed to Geoffrey 


203 The Foolish Virgin 


Hunt. On an afterthought she enclosed a stamped 
envelope. 

Whilst the outcome remained dubious, Rosamund’s 
behaviour to her fellow-boarders was a pattern of 
offensiveness. She no longer shunned them—seemed, 
indeed, to challenge their observation for the sake of 
meeting it with arrogant defiance. She rudely inter- 
rupted conversations, met sneers with virulent retorts, 
made herself the common enemy. Mrs. Banting was 
appealed to; ladies declared that they could not live in 
a house where they were exposed to vulgar insult. When 
nearly a week had passed Mrs. Banting found it necessary 
to speak in private with Miss Jewell, and to make a 
plaintive remonstrance. Rosamund’s flashing eye and 
contemptuous smile foretold the upshot. 

“Spare yourself the trouble, Mrs. Banting. I leave 
the house to-morrow.” 

* Oh, but——” 

“There is no need for another word. Of course, I 
shall pay the week in lieu of notice. I am busy, and have 
no time to waste.” 

The day before, she had been to Forest Hill, had seen 
Mrs. Halliday, and entered into an engagement. At 
midday on the morrow she arrived at the house which 
was henceforth to be her home, the scene of her labours. 

Sheer stress of circumstance accounted for Mrs. 
Halliday’s decision. Geoffrey Hunt, a dispassionate 
observer, was not misled in forming so high an opinion 
of his friend’s wife. Only a year or two older than 
Rosamund, Mrs. Halliday had the mind and the temper 
which enable woman to front life as a rational combatant, 
instead of vegetating as a more or less destructive parasite. 
Her voice declared her ; it fell easily upon a soft, clear 
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note ; the kind of voice that expresses good humour and 
reasonableness, and many other admirable qualities ; 
womanly, but with no suggestion of the feminine gamut ; 
a voice that was never likely to test its compass in 
extremes. She had enjoyed a country breeding ; some- 
thing of liberal education assisted her natural intelligence ; 
thanks to a good mother, she discharged with ability 
and content the prime domestic duties. But physically 
she was not inexhaustible, and the laborious, anxious 
years had taxed her health. A woman of the ignorant 
class may keep house, and bring up a family, with her own 
hands ; she has to deal only with the simplest demands 
of life ; her home is a shelter, her food is primitive, her 
children live or die, according to the law of natural 
selection. Infinitely more complex, more trying, is 
the task of the educated wife and mother; if to con- 
scientiousness be added enduring poverty, it means not 
seldom an early death. Fatigue and self-denial had set 
upon Mrs. Halliday’s features a stamp which could never 
be obliterated. Her husband, her children, suffered 
illnesses ; she, the indispensable, durst not confess even 
to a headache. Such servants as from time to time she 
had engaged merely increased her toil and anxieties ; she 
demanded, to be sure, the diligence and efficiency which 
in this new day can scarce be found among the menial 
ranks ; what she obtained was sluttish stupidity, grotesque 
presumption, and every form of female viciousness. 
Rosamund Jewell, honest in her extravagant fervour, 
seemed at first a mocking apparition ; only after a long 
talk, when Rosamund’s ingenuousness had forcibly 
impressed her, would Mrs. Halliday agree to an 
experiment. Miss Jewell was to live as one of the 
family ; she did not ask this, but consented toit. She 
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was to receive ten pounds a year, for Mrs. Halliday 
insisted that payment there must be. 

“T can’t cook,’”? Rosamund had avowed. “I never 
boiled a potato in my life. If you teach me, I shall be 
grateful to you.” 

“The cooking I can do myself, and you can learn if 
you like.” 

‘JT should think I might wash and scrub by the light 
of nature?” 

“Perhaps. Good-will and ordinary muscles will go 
a long way.” 

“ T can’t sew, but I will learn.” 

Mrs. Halliday reflected. 

“You know that you are exchanging freedom for 
a hard and a very dull life ? ” 

** My life has been hard and dull enough, if you only 
knew. The work will seem hard at first, no doubt, but 
I don’t think I shall be dull with you.” 

Mrs. Halliday held out her work-worn hand, and 
received a clasp of the fingers attenuated by idleness. 

It was a poor little house ; built—of course—with sham 
display of spaciousness in front, and huddling discomfort 
at the rear. Mrs. Halliday’s servants never failed to urge 
the smallness of the rooms as an excuse for leaving them 
dirty ; they had invariably been accustomed to lordly 
abodes, where their virtues could expand. The furniture 
was homely and no more than sufficient, but here and 
there on the walls shone a glimpse of summer landscape, 
done in better days by the master of the house, who 
knew something of various arts, but could not sueceed 
in that of money-making. Rosamund bestowed her 
wordly goods in a tiny chamber which Mrs, Halliday 
did her best to make inviting and comfortable ; she had 
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less room here than at Mrs. Banting’s, but the cleanliness 
of surroundings would depend upon herself, and she was 
not likely to spend much time by the bedside in weary 
discontent. Halliday, who came home each evening 
at half-past six, behaved to her on their first meeting 
with grave, even respectful, courtesy, his tone flattered 
Rosamund’s ear; and nothing could have been more 
seemly than the modest gentleness of her replies. 

At the close of the first day, she wrote to Geoffrey 
Hunt: “I do believe I have made a good beginning. 
Mrs. Halliday is perfect and I quite love her. Please 
do not answer this; I only write because I feel that I 
owe it to your kindness. I shall never be able to thank 
you enough.” 

When Geoffrey obeyed her and kept silence, she felt 
that he acted prudently ; perhaps Mrs. Halliday might 
see the letter, and know his hand. But none the less 
she was disappointed. 

Rosamund soon learnt the measure of her ignorance 
in domestic affairs. ‘Thoroughly practical and systematic, 
her friend (this was to be their relation) set down a 
scheme of the day’s and the week’s work ; it made a clear 
apportionment between them, with no preponderance 
of unpleasant drudgery for the new-comer’s share. 
With astonishment, which she did not try to conceal, 
Rosamund awoke to the complexity and endlessness of 
home duties even in so small a house as this. 

“Then you have no leisure?” she exclaimed,’ in 
sympathy, not remonstrance. 

“T feel at leisure when I’m sewing—and when I take 
the children out. And there’s Sunday,” 

The eldest child was about five years old, the others 
three and a twelvemonth, respectively. Their ailments 


207 The Foolish Virgin 


gave a good deal of trouble, and it often happened 
that Mrs. Halliday was awake with one of them the greater 
part of the night. For children Rosamund had no 
natural tenderness; to endure the constant sound of 
their voices proved, in the beginning, her hardest trial, 
but the resolve to school herself in every particular 
soon enabled her to tend the little ones with much 
patience, and insensibly she grew fond of them. Until 
she had overcome her awkwardness in every task, it cost 
her no little effort to get through the day ; at bedtime 
she ached in every joint, and morning oppressed her 
with a sick lassitude. Conscious, however, of Mrs. 
Halliday’s forbearance, she would not spare herself, and 
it soon surprised her to discover that the rigid performance 
of what seemed an ignoble task brought its reward, 
Her first success in polishing a grate gave her more 
delight than she had known since childhood. She 
summoned her friend to look, to admire, to praise. 

“ Haven’t I done it well? Could you do it better 
yourself ? ” 

** Admirable ! ” 

Rosamund waved her blacklead brush and tasted victory. 

The process of acclimatisation naturally affected 
her health. Ina month’s time she began to fear that she 
must break down ; she suffered painful disorders, crept out 
of sight to moan and shed a tear. Always faint, she had 
no appetite for wholesome food. Tossing on her bed 
at night, she said to herself a thousand times, “ I must go 
on, even if I die!” Her religion took the form of 
asceticism, and bade her rejoice in her miseries ; she 
prayed constantly, and at times knew the solace of an 
infinite self-glorification. In such a mood she once 
said to Mrs, Halliday : 
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“Don’t you think I deserve some praise for the step 
I took?” 

“ You certainly deserve both praise and thanks from me.” 

“But I mean—it isn’t everyone who could ‘have 
done it? I’ve a right to feel myself superior to the 
ordinary run of girls ? ” 

The other gave her an embarrassed look, and murmured 
a few satisfying words. Later in the same day she talked 
to Rosamund about her health, and insisted on making 
certain changes which allowed her to take more open-air 
exercise. The result of this was a marked improvement ; 
at the end of the second month Rosamund began 
to feel and look better than she had done for several 
years. Work no longer exhausted her. And the labour 
in itself seemed to diminish—a natural consequence of 
perfect co-operation between the two women. Mrs. 
Halliday declared that life had never been so easy for 
her as now; she knew the delight of rest in which there 
was no self-reproach. But, for sufficient reasons, she 
did not venture to express to Rosamund all the gratitude 
that was due. 

About Christmas, a letter from Forest Hill arrived 
at Teddington ; this time it did not forbid a reply. It 
spoke of struggles, sufferings, achievements. “Do I 
not deserve a word of praise? Have I not done some- 
thing, as you said, towards solving the great question ? 
Don’t you believe in me a little?’ Four more weeks 
went by, and brought no answer. Then, one evening, 
in a mood of bitterness, Rosamund took a singular step ; 
she wrote to Mr. Cheeseman. She had heard nothing 
of him, had utterly lost sight of the world in which 
they met ; but his place of business was known to her, 
and thither she addressed the note. A few lines only: 
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“You are a very strange person, and I really take no 
interest whatever in you. But I have sometimes thought 
you would like to ask my forgiveness. If so, write to 
the above address, my sister’s. I am living in London, 
and enjoying myself, but I don’t choose to let you 
know where.” Having an opportunity on the morrow, 
Sunday, she posted this in a remote district. 

The next day, a letter arrived for her from Canada. 
Here was the explanation of Geoffrey’s silence. His 
words could hardly have been more cordial, but there 
were so few of them. On nourishment such as this no 
illusion could support itself ; for the moment Rosamund 
renounced every hope. Well, she was no worse off than 
before the renewal of their friendship. But could it 
be called friendship ? Geoffrey’s mother and sisters 
paid no heed to her; they doubtless considered that 
she had finally sunk below their horizon ; and Geoffrey 
himself, for all his fine words, most likely thought the 
same at heart. Of course they would never meet again. 
And for the rest of her life she would be nothing more 
than a domestic servant in genteel disguise—happy were 
the disguise preserved. 

However, she had provided a distraction for her 
gloomy thoughts. With no more delay than was due 
to its transmission by way of Glasgow, there came a 
reply from Mr, Cheeseman: two sheets of notepaper. 
The writer prostrated himself; he had been guilty of 
shameful behaviour; even Miss Jewell, with all her 
sweet womanliness, must find it hard to think of him 
with charity. But let her remember what “ the poets” 
had written about Remorse, and apply to him the most 
harrowing of their descriptions. He would be frank 
with her ; he would “a plain unvarnished tale unfold.” 
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Whilst away for his holiday he by chance encountered 
one with whom, in days done by, he had held tender 
relations. She was a young widow; his foolish heart 
was touched; he sacrificed honour to the passing 
emotion. Their marriage would be delayed, for his 
affairs were just now anything but flourishing. “‘ Dear 
Miss Jewell, will you not be my friend, mysister? Alas, 
I am not a happy man; but it is too late to lament.” 
And so on to the squeezed signature at the bottom of 
the last page. 

Rosamund allowed a fortnight to pass—not before 
writing, but before her letter was posted. She used a 
tone of condescension, mingled with airy banter. “ From 
my heart I feel for you, but, as you say, there is no help. 
I am afraid you are very impulsive—yet I thought that 
was a fault of youth. Do not give way to despair. I 
really don’t know whether I shall feel it right to let you 
hear again, but, if it soothes you, I don’t think there 
would be any harm in your letting me know the cause 
of your troubles.” 

This odd correspondence, sometimes with intervals 
of three weeks, went on until late summer. Rosamund 
would soon have been a year with Mrs. Halliday. Her 
enthusiasm had long since burnt itself out ; she was often 
a prey to vapours, to cheerless lassitude, even to the 
spirit of revolt against things in general, but on the 
whole she remained a thoroughly useful member of the 
household ;.the great experiment might fairly be called 
successful, At the end of August it was decided that 
the children must have sea air; their parents would 
take them away for a fortnight. When the project 
began to be talked of, Rosamund, perceiving a domestic 
difficulty, remoyed it by asking whether she would be 
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at liberty to visit her sister in Scotland. Thus were 
things arranged. 

Some days before that appointed for the general 
departure, Halliday received a letter which supplied 
him with a subject of conversation at breakfast. 

“ Hunt is going to be married,” he remarked to his wife 
just as Rosamund was bringing in the children’s porridge. 

Mrs. Halliday looked at her helper—for no more 
special reason than the fact of Rosamund’s acquaintance 
with the Hunt family; she perceived a change of ex- 
pression, an emotional play of feature, and at once 
averted her eyes. 

“Where? In Canada?” she asked, off-hand. 

“No, he’s in England. But the lady is a Canadian. 
I wonder he troubles to tell me. Hunt’s a queer fellow. 
When we meet, once in two years, he treats me like a 
long lost brother ; but I don’t think he’d care a bit if he 
never saw me or heard of me again.” 

“It’s a family characteristic,” interposed Rosamund 
with a dry laugh. 

That day she moved about with the gait and the eyes 
of a somnambulist. She broke a piece of crockery, and 
became hysterical over it. Her afternoon leisure she 
spent in the bedroom, and at night she professed a 
headache which obliged her to retire early. 

A passion of wrath inflamed her; as vehement— 
though so utterly unreasonable—as in the moment when 
she learnt the perfidy of Mr. Cheeseman. She raged at 
her folly in having submitted to social degradation on the 
mere hint of a man who uttered it in a spirit purely 
contemptuous. The whole hateful world had conspired 
against her. She banned her kinsfolk and all her acquaint- 
ances, especially the Hunts ; she felt bitter even against 
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the Hallidays—unsympathetic, selfish people, utterly 
indifferent to hef private griefs, regarding her as a mere 
domestic machine. She would write to Geoffrey Hunt, 
and let him know very plainly what she thought df his 
behaviour in urging her to become a servant. Would 
such a thought have ever occurred to a gentleman! 
And her poor life was wasted, oh! oh! She would soon 
be thirty—thirty! The glass mocked her with savage 
truth. And she had not even a decent dress to put on. 
Self-neglect had made her appearance vulgar; her 
manners, her speech, doubtless, had lost their note of 
social superiority. Oh, it was hard! She wished for 
death, cried for divine justice in a better world. 

On the morning of release, she travelled to London 
Bridge, ostensibly en route for the north. But, on 
alighting, she had her luggage taken to the cloak room, 
and herself went by omnibus to the West End. By noon 
she had engaged a lodging, one room in a street where 
she had never yet lived. And hither before night 
was transferred her property. ? 

The next day she spent about half of her ready money 
in the purchase of clothing—cheap, but such as the 
self-respect of a “lady” imperatively demands. She 
bought cosmetics she set to work at removing from her 
hands the traces of ignoble occupation. On the day 
that followed—Sunday—early in the afternoon, she 
repaired to a certain corner of Kensington Gardens, 
where she came face to face with Mr. Cheeseman. 

**T have come,” said Rosamund, in a voice of nervous 
exhilaration which tried to subdue itself. “ Please to 
consider that it is more than you could expect.” 


“Tt is! A thousand times more! You are goodness 
itself.” 
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In Rosamund’s eyes the man had not improved since 
ayear ago. The growth of a beard made him look older, 
and he seemed in indifferent health ; but his tremulous 
delight, his excessive homage, atoned for the defect. 
She, on the other hand, was so greatly changed for the 
better, that Cheeseman beheld her with no less wonder 
than admiration. Her brisk step, her upright bearing, 
her clear eye, and pure-toned skin contrasted remarkably 
with the lassitude and sallowness he remembered; at 
this moment, too, she had a pleasant rosiness of cheek 
which made her girlish, virginal. All was set off by the 
new drapery and millinery, which threw a shade upon 
Cheeseman’s very respectable, but somewhat time- 
honoured, Sunday costume. 

They spent several hours together, Cheeseman talking 
of his faults, his virtues, his calamities, and his hopes, 
like the impulsive, well-meaning, but nerveless fellow 
that he was. Rosamund gathered from it all, as she had 
vaguely learnt from his recent correspondence, that the 
alluring widow no longer claimed him ; but he did not 
enter into details on this delicate subject. They had 
tea at a restaurant by Notting Hill Gate; Miss Jewell 
appearing indefatigable, they again strolled in unfre- 
quented ways. At length was uttered the question for 
which Rosamund had long ago prepared her reply. 

** You cannot expect me,” she said sweetly, “‘ to answer 
at once.” 

“Of course not! Ishouldn’t have dared to hope——” 

He choked and swallowed ; a few beads of perspiration 
shining on his troubled face. 

“You have my address; most likely I shall spend a 
week or two there. Of course you may write. I shall 
probably go to my sister’s in Scotland, for the autumn——” 

: 2 
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“Oh! don’t say that—don’t! To lose you again— 
so soon——”” 

“ T only said, ‘ probably >” 

“Oh, thank you! To go so far away—and the 
autumn ; just when I have a little freedom ; the very 
best time—if I dared to hope such a thin ses 

Rosamund graciously allowed him to bear her company 
as far as to the street in which she lived. 

A few days later she wrote to Mrs. Halliday, heading 
her letter with the Glasgow address. She lamented the 
sudden impossibility of returning to her domestic 
duties. Something had happened. “In short, dear 
Mrs. Halliday, I am going to be married. I could not 
give you warning of this, it has come so unexpectedly. 
Do forgive me! I so earnestly hope you will find some 
one to take my place, some one better and more of a help 
toyou. Iknow[ haven’t beenmuchuse. Do write to me 
at Glasgow and say I may still regard you as a dear friend.” 

This having been dispatched, she sat musing over 
her prospects. Mr. Cheeseman had honestly confessed 
the smallness of his income ; he could barely count upon 
a hundred and fifty a year; but things might improve. 
She did not dislike him—no, she did not dislike him. 
He would be a very tractable husband. Compared, of 
course, with: 

A letter was brought up to her room. She knew the 
flowing commercial hand, and broke the envelope with- 
out emotion. Two sheets—three sheets—and a’ half. 
But what was all this? “ Despair... thoughts of 
self-destruction . . . ignoble publicity . . . practical 
ruin . . . impossible . . . despise and forget . 
Dante’s hell . . . deeper than ever plummet sounded 
. .. forever! ...” So again he had deceived her! 
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He must have known that the widow was dangerous ; his 
reticence was mere shuffling. His behaviour to that 
other woman had perhaps exceeded in baseness his 
treatment of herself ; else, how could he be so sure that 
a jury would give her “ruinous damages”? Or was 
it all a mere illustration of a man’s villainy ? Why should 
not she also sue for damages? Why not? Why not? 
The three months that followed were a time of graver 
peril, of darker crises, than Rosamund, with all her 
slip-slop experiences, had ever known. An observer 
adequately supplied with facts, psychological and 
material, would more than once have felt that it depended 
on the mere toss of a coin whether she kept or lost her 
social respectability. She sounded all the depths 
possible to such a mind and heart—save only that from 
which there could have been no redemption. A saving 
memory lived within her, and, at length, in the yellow 
gloom of a November morning—her tarnished, draggle- 
tailed finery thrown aside for the garb she had worn in 
lowliness—Rosamund betook herself to Forest Hill. 
The house of the Hallidays looked just as usual. She 
slunk up to the door, rang the bell, and waited in fear of 
a strange face. There appeared Mrs. Halliday herself. 
The surprised but friendly smile at once proved her forgive- 
ness of Rosamund’s desertion. She had written, indeed, 
with calm good sense, hoping only that all would be well. 
“Let me see you alone, Mrs. Halliday. How glad 
Iam tosit in this room again! Whois helping you now?” 
“No one. Help such as I want is not easy to find.” 
“Oh, let me come back! I am mot married. No, 
no, there is nothing to be ashamed of. I am no worse 
than I ever was. I’ll tell you everything, the whole 
silly, wretched story.” 
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She told it, blurring only her existence of the past 
three months. 

“TI would have come before, but I was so bitterly 
ashamed. I ran away so disgracefully. Now I’m } penni- 
less—all but suffering hunger. Will you have me again, 
Mrs. Halliday? I’ve been a horrid fool, but—I do 
believe—for the last time in my life. Try me again, 
dear Mrs. Halliday ! ” 

There was no need of the miserable tears, the 
impassioned pleading. Her home received her as 
though she had been absent but for an hour. That 
night she knelt again by her bedside in the little room, 
and at seven o'clock next morning she was lighting 
fires, sweeping floors, mute in thankfulness. 

Halliday heard the story from his wife, and shook a 
dreamy, compassionate head. 

“For goodness sake,” urged the practical woman, 
* don’t let her think she’s a martyr.” 

“No, no; but the poor girl should have her taste 
of happiness.” 

“ Of course I’m sorry for her, but there are plenty 
of people more to be pitied. Work she must, and there’s 
only one kind of work she’s fit for. It’s no small thing 
to find your vocation—is it? Thousands of such women 
—all meant by nature to scrub and cook—live and die 
miserably because they think themselves too good for it.” 

‘The whole social structure is rotten ! ” 

“Trl last our time,” rejoined Mrs. Halliday: as she 
gave a little laugh and stretched her weary arms. 


LOU AND LIZ 


Lou and Liz 


HE great bell at Westminster was striking nine, 
Sunlight streamed into the garret window, 
bathing a robust, comely girl, who stood half-dressed 
before a looking-glass and combed out her tawny hair. 
In bed lay another girl, seemingly asleep, and on the 
pillow beside her perched a baby boy of eighteen months, 
munching at a biscuit. 

** Now then, Liz!” cried the girl who was dressing, 
as she took a hairpin from between her lips. “ Goin’ 
to loy there all d’y ? Wike up,do!” She began to sing 
in a strident voice, “ ‘ J’yful, j’yful will that meetin’ be, 
—when from sin our ’arts are pure and free.’ Jacky, 
give mummy one on the ’ead. Liz, git up! ’Ow d’yer 
suppose we’re goin’ to git to London Bridge by eleven ? ” 
Again she sang: “ ‘ You can ’ear ’em soigh, an’ wish to 
doy, an’ see them wink the other eye,—at the man that 
browk the benk at Monty Car—lo!’ Say, Liz, did 
you ’ear Mr. Tunks come ’ome last night? Same old 
capers ; fallin’? down all the time he was goin’ up 
Wike up, I tell yer!” 

Liz raised her head with a drowsy laugh. 

“ Stop yer jaw, Lou! What a chatter-mag you are!” 

A rejoinder came in the shape of a pincushion, aimed 
sharply at the remonstrant. It missed Liz, and hit 
her child full in the face. The room rang with an 
infantile shriek of alarm and pain. Ina moment Liz had 
jumped out of bed, had hurled back the missile with all 
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her force at Lou, and in the same breath was trying to 
soothe the baby and to revile her friend. This time 
the pincushion knocked over the small looking glass, 
which shattered upon the floor. For five minutes there 
was tumult—screaming, railing, scuffling; the storm of 
recrimination only ended when Lou discovered in her 
pocket—amid keys and coppers and dirt—a broken 
stick of chocolate, which she presented as peace-offering 
to Jacky. 

“?Ow’m oi to do my ’air ? ” asked Liz, as she stood 
in her night-gown and ruefully regarded the broken glass. 

“Ovll do it for you,” Lou replied, giving her own 
locks a final slap. 

““ An’ now we’ve got to buy Mrs. ’Uggins another 
glawss ! ” 

“Don’t fret yer gizzard about that. I can get a 
measly little thing like this for sixpence. What’s the 
odds s’long as y’re eppy !—‘ The man that browk the 
benk at Monty Car—lo!’” 

‘J dreamt it was rinin’,” said Liz, as she drew the 
blind aside, and looked with satisfaction at the cloudless 
sky. “ Somethin’ loike weather, this, for a Benk ’oliday. 
Say, Lou, you might give Jacky’s face a wipe whilst 
I’m dressin’.” 

Discord between the two (it happened about once 
every half-hour when they were long together) always 
ended in a request for some favour, urged by the youhger 
girl and cheerfully granted by her companion. 

They were nothing akin to each other, but had shared 
this garret for about a year. Liz worked at home, 
making quill toothpicks, and earning perhaps a shilling 
a day ; Lou was a book folder, and her wages averaged 
eleven shillings a week; their money, on a system of 
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pure communism, went to discharge their joint expenses. 
Alone, Liz could barely have supported herself and her 
child ; as it was, they made ends meet, and somehow 
managed to save a few shillings against a Bank-holiday. 

Lou wore a gold wedding ring, and round her neck, 
hidden by her dress, hung a little wash-leather bag which 
contained a marriage certificate. It was her firm belief 
that on the preservation of these “ lines” depended the 
validity of her marriage. Three years had elapsed since, 
at the birth of a child, her husband saw fit to disappear ; 
the baby died, and Lou went back to her old calling. 

Liz wore a brass wedding ring, and had no marriage 
certificate to show. She was known as “ Mrs. Purkiss,” 
but was entitled only to “ Miss.” As to Jacky’s father, 
his disappearance was as complete as that of Lou’s 
husband, 

In their way they had suffered not a little, these two 
girls. But the worst seemed to be over. With admirable 
philosophy they lived for the day, for the hour. Liz 
was never burdened by a sense of gratitude to her friend ; 
to Lou it never occurred that she herself was practising 
a singular generosity. ‘They laughed and sang, squabbled 
and abused each other, drank beer when they could 
afford it, tea when they couldn’t, starved themselves 
occasionally to have an evening at the Canterbury or at 
the Surrey (the baby, drugged if he were troublesome, 
sleeping now on his mother’s lap, now on Lou’s), and 
on a Bank-holiday mingled with the noisiest crowd they 
could discover. 

To-day they were going to Rosherville. 

Jacky wasn’t very firm on his feet ; considering the 
child’s diet and his bringing up in general the wonder 
was that he trod this earth at all. He weighed very 
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little, and the girls were so much in the habit of carrying 
him about wherever they went, that they rarely grumbled 
at the burden. 

It would have pleased them best to go down to 
Rosherville by steamer, but that cost a little moré than 
the journey by train, and every penny had to be con- 
sidered. Their tickets, both together, came to three- 
and-sixpence; eighteen-pence apiece remained for 
refreshment at the Gardens. Dinner they took with 
them—bread and slices of tinned beef ; for tea, of course, 
there would be “srimps and creases.” Before and 
after, those great mugs of ale which add so to the romance 
of Rosherville. 

What an Easter! Day after day, scarce a shadow 
across the sun. And so deliciously warm that one had 
been able to save no end of money from firing. On 
Good Friday they had lain in bed until dinner-time— 
“doin’ a good sleep,” as Lou said; the rest of the day 
they spent in patching up their hats and jackets. On 
Saturday, it was work again. Sunday, another good 
sleep, and an afternoon ramble just to show that they 
had some Easter finery, like other people. And now 
had come the real holiday. They were in wild spirits, 
On setting out, they ran, and leapt, and shouted. Lou, 
as the elder and stronger, took Jacky up on her shoulder, 
and rushed off with him, singing the great song of the 
day, about the man who, etc. ;—the man’s feat, by the 
by, signifying to Lou nothing more nor less than a 
successful burglary, perpetrated at some bank in a remote 
country where the police were probably deficient. 

It rejoiced them to get far away from the familiar 
region, and to indulge their gaiety amid a revelling throng. 
They had few acquaintances they cared about. With 
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the people who knew her story Liz could not be altogether 
at ease ; the morality of her world pressed anything but 
heavily upon her, yet she was occasionally aware of 
slights and covert judgments. Lou, again, though strong 
in the possession of her amulet, was too proud to invite 
people’s pity in the character of a deserted wife, and her 
sharp temper had before now subjected her to insults. 
“No wonder y’r ’usband run aw’y an’ left yer,” was a 
natural retort from any girl whom Lou’s tongue had 
wounded. Except, of course, from Liz ; who, however 
angry, could not permit herself that kind of weapon. 
This necessity of mutual forbearance made a strong link 
in their friendship, And the fact that Lou considered 
herself her friend’s superior, morally and even socially, 
doubtless helped to keep them satisfied with each 
other. 

Everything was fresh to them ; even familiar posters 
acquired a new interest seen in the light of holiday. A 
wrestling lion and a boxing kangaroo, large and vivid on 
hoardings by the railway, excited them to enthusiasm. 
“ Look at it landin’ ’im one in the jawr!” cried Liz, 
pointing out the kangaroo to Jacky, with educational 
fervour. And the monkey-faced little fellow seemed to 
understand, for he leapt on his mother’s knee, and 
smote his sticky little hands together. 

The grounds at Rosherville were a pretty show in 
this warm spring weather. Fresh verdure had begun 
to clothe the deciduous trees, and the thick-clustered 
evergreens made semblance of summer against a bright 
blue sky. From the cliffs of quarried chalk hung thick 
ivy ; up and down and all about wound the maze of 
pathways, here through a wooded dell, there opening 
upon a lawn of smooth turf, or a terrace set with garden 
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shrubs and flowers. Liz had never been here before ; 
Lou not for several years. First of all they must needs 
scamper from place to place, uttering many an “ Ow!” 
of rapture. The bear-pit entertained them for long ; 
so did the aviaries. But at length the sight of ‘many 
people thronging about a liquor bar reminded them that 
it was nigh dinner-time. They found a spot within the 
area of beery odour, and sat down to eat and drink. 

Jacky was encouraged to sip from the ale-mug ; his 
wry face moved the girls to shrieks of laughter, inter- 
spersed with “Pore dear! What a shime!” and the 
like exclamations. In her bag Liz had brought a bottle 
of milk; it was churned into acidity, but the infant, 
after his alcoholic thwartings, imbibed it eagerly. Bits 
of meat, too, he consumed, and lumps of heavy cake ; 
and, by way of dessert, coloured sweets in considerable 
mass. The girls would have deemed it ‘downright 
cruelty to refuse him any eatable thing that he appeared 
to relish. 

Two or three hours went by. The pair encountered 
no acquaintance and gave only brief encouragement to 
exhilarated youths who sought to make themselves 
agreeable. Rough banter, even a dance, they were 
quite ready for, but Lou’s amulet and Liz’s child forbade 
them to pursue flirtation beyond a certain discreet 
limit. When Jacky began to wail from weariness, 
indigestion, and need of sleep, they came to a rest within 
sight of the dancing platform, where a band made merry 
challenge to crowding couples; Liz, very red and per- 
spiring, sat down with the baby on her lap, and tried to 
hush him into slumber. 

A sudden exclamation from her companion caused 
her to look up. Lou was standing with eyes eagerly 
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fixed on the round platform, her lips open, her face 
and attitude expressing some intense excitement. 

“Liz!” she ejaculated. “If there ain’t my 
*usband |” 

In an instant the other girl was on her feet. The 
child, left to roll upon the grass, made an unregarded 
outcry. 

“Where ise? Which is ’im, Lou?” 

“That fellow in the brown pot ’at dauncin’ with the 
girl in a blue dress. Down’t yer see? ”? 

“T see!”—Liz quivered with sympathetic agitation, 
and balanced forward on her toes. “What are you 
goin’ to do ?” she added, in quick undertones. 

The other made no reply. She took a step forward, 
looking like some animal about to spring. Her fists were 
clenched at her sides. 

“ Are you quite sure ? ” asked Liz, following her. 

“Sure? D’you think I’m a bloomin’ fool ? ” was the 
fierce answer. 

“ Down’t make a row, Lou!” Liz entreated, looking 
anxiously at the people around them. “ You always 
said you didn’t care nothin’ about ims 

“T ain’t goin’ to mike no row. Shut up, and go an’ 
look after the child.” 

She approached the dancers. It was several minutes 
before the man on whom her eye was fixed came out from 
amid the stamping, whirling, and shrieking throng ; his 
companion in the blue dress followed him. Lou went 
steadily up to him, met his look, and stood expectant, 
without a word. 

He wore the holiday attire of a rowdy mechanic ; 
had a draggled flower in his coat, and in his mouth the 
extinct stump of a cigar. He was slim, and vulgarly 
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good-looking ; his age appeared to be not more than 
thirty. The flush on his cheeks told of much refresh- 
ment, but as yet he had not exceeded a fair Bank-holiday 
allowance. Only for a moment did the sight of Lou 
disconcert him ; then he gave a broad grin, and «spoke 
as if no encounter could have pleased him more. 

“Thet you? Why, you’ve growed out of knowledge.” 
He turned to the blue dress, and said, “‘ Old friend o’ 
mine, Sal. See y’ again before long.” Then, going 
close up to Lou, “ You’ve growed that ’endsome, I 
shouldn’t ’ardly ’ave known you. Let’s heve a bit of 
a stroll.” 

He caught her by the arm, and drew her towards a part 
where there were fewer people. — 

“That’s ’ow you tike it, is it?” said the girl in a 
thick voice, her eyes still fixed upon him. 

“T always said you was good-looking, Lou, but to see 
you now fair tikes my breath away, s’elp me gawd! 
What ’a’ you been doin’ with yourself all this 
time ? ” 

“What ’a’ you been doin’, that’s what oi want to 
know?” 


The delinquent affected compunction. He lowered 
his voice. 

“T couldn’t ’elp myself, Lou. Times was ’ard. I 
went off after a job an’ I meant to send you somethin’ 
to go on with, s’elp me I did. But it was all I could 
do to get grub for myself an’ a fourpenny lodgin’. [’ve 
thought about yer d’y and night, an’ ’oped as’ you 
wouldn’t come to no ’arm. I knew your uncle ’ud look 
after you——””_- 

Lou at length found her tongue, and for several 
minutes used it vigorously, but without creating a public 
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disturbance. The man—she knew him by the name of 
Bishop—cast uneasy glances round about ; he saw that 
his late partner remained at a distance, but that a girl 
with a child in her arms was following them. 

“* Who’s that ?”” he asked at length, indicating Liz. 

“Tt’s a friend as I live with,” Lou answered, sharply. 
“ She knows all about you—no fear.” 

« An’ d’ you mean to say as you ’aven’t found another 
’usband all this time?” 

The reply was a fresh outburst of wrath. When it 
had spent itself, Bishop said in a wheedling voice : 

“TI behaved bad to you, Lou; there’s no two ways 
about that. But I didn’t mean it, an’ I’ve always 
wanted to make things right again between us. “Ev 
a drink, old girl. I’ve got something to say to you—but 
’ey a drink first, and your pal, too. Let’s be friendly 
together. There ain’t no use in making a bother. I 
cawn’t ’elp lookin’ at yer, Lou. You’re that ?endsome, 
I wouldn’t ’a’ believed it.” 

In spite of everything, this flattery was so pleasant 
to Lou’s ear that she had much ado not to smile. Old 
feelings began to revive as she regarded the man’s 
features, and his insinuating talk tempted her to forget 
and forgive. Such an event as this was in harmony with 
the joyous nature of the day. Abruptly she turned 
round and beckoned Liz to approach. 

“Moy oye, what a bebby!” exclaimed Bishop, as 
if in admiration. “You don’t mean to say as that’s 
yours, Lou?” 

“Tf you want to know,” Lou answered,  sullenly, 
“mine didn’t live only three weeks.” 

“Pore little thing! I’m sorry for that But it’s all 
for the best, I dessay. Come an’ let’s ev a drink, Let’s 
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be friendly. What’s the odds, s’long as it all comes 
right in the finish.” 

Liz, meanwhile, was suffering much mental. 
disturbance. From the first moment, she had dreaded 
lest Lou and her husband should be reconciled: that 
would mean a parting with her friend, and how was 
she to get on alone? Obliged to disguise her uneasiness, 
she kept in the rear of Bishop, and glanced now at him, 
now at Lou. It became more obvious that the deserted 
wife was exulting in what had happened ; her eyes had 
a strange gleam ; she tossed her head, and walked with 
much swinging of the arms. 

Bishop persuaded them to sit down on the grass whilst 
he fetched liquor from the neighbouring bar. 

“Are you goin’ back to him?” Liz asked of her 
friend in a hurried whisper. 

“Me?” was the scornful reply. ‘What d’you tike 
me for?” 

“But you’re goin’ on as if you meant to.” 

“ He’s my ’usband, I s’powse, ain’t he ? ” Lou rejoined 
with a fierce glare. 

“7 wouldn’t drink with a ’usband as had served me 
like ’e has.” 

“ Shut up!” 

“Shut up yerself!” 

The quarrel was interrupted by Bishop’s return with 
two foaming pint mugs. They were speedily emptied 


and replenished. Liz quaffed the beverage without _ f 


delight, for she saw that her objection only hal the 
effect of making Lou stubborn in disregard of wrongs. 
One of the many concertina players who rambled about 
from group to group suddenly shrilled out a summons 
to dancing. 
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“Fy a turn, old girl?” said Bishop, who, as he sat, 
had already stolen an arm about Lou’s waist. 

After due show of snappy reluctance, the girl 
consented, and with dismay in her heart Liz saw the 
pair twirl away. This was Bishop’s opportunity for 
private speech. After again assuring Lou of his penitence 
for past injury, he told her that in a day or two he was 
to begin work on a job at Woolwich, a job likely to last 
for some months, with good wages ; he had lodgings out 
there already. His proposal was that Lou should return 
with him this evening. They would go together, at 
once, to her home, carry off her belongings, and to- 
morrow find themselves comfortably established as man 
and wife once more. The fiercy colour in Lou’s cheeks 
betrayed her mood of eager excitement, the disposition 
to forget everything but this unhoped-for chance of 
resuming her dignity of wifehood. Yet she could not, 
in fact, lose sight either of the risk she ran (for Bishop 
would as likely as not forsake her again when he grew 
tired of her), or of the distress she would inflict upon 
poor Liz. The dance, the seductive murmurs of her 
partner, told strongly in one direction ; but every time 
she cast her eyes on Liz and Jacky, fears and compunctions 
renewed their grasp upon her. 

Just as breathlessness was compelling her to pause, 
she became aware that her friend and the child had 
disappeared. She stopped on the instant and looked 
in every direction ; nowhere amid the moving clusters 
was Liz discoverable. She must have gone off in a sulk. 
Lou resented this behaviour. It diminished her anxiety 
on the girl’s behalf, and when Bishop continued to urge 
an instant departure she sauntered slowly away with him. 

But Liz had not purposely withdrawn. Sitting 
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disconsolate on the grass, she happened to catch sight, 
at a distance, of that young woman in blue, with whom 
Bishop had first of all been seen. A thought flashed 
through her mind ; she caught up Jacky and darted in 
pursuit of the conspicuous person. 

Not, however, to overtake her readily, for in front 
of them was the Baronial Hall (name redolent of the old 
Vic. and of the Surrey Theatre), -and the blue-clad 
girl vanished through its portals before Liz could come 
up to her. Within was the high scene of Rosherville 
riot. A crowd filled the long room from end to end, 
a crowd that sang and bellowed, that swayed violently 
backwards and forwards, that stamped on the wooden 
flooring in wild fandangoes, and raised such an atmo- 
sphere of dust, that on her attempt to enter, Liz began to 
cough and felt her eyes smart. Jacky, terrified by the 
din, burst into a howl, here inaudible. But the blue 
dress was once more in sight, and Liz would not relin- 
quish her purpose ; she crushed onward, until an oppor- 
tunity came of touching and addressing the object of 
her pursuit. 

“ Miss,” she said, speaking close to the young woman’s 
ear, “ would you mind tellin’ me somethin’ ? ” 

She of the blue robe seemed to be alone, but was 
stamping, like those around her, to the nearest concer- 
tina, and had a look of supreme good-humour on her 
blowzy countenance. 

“What d’you want to know ?” she shouted back. 

“That gentleman as you was dancin’ with out there 
on the platform 

“ What of ’im ?” 

“Ts he a friend of yourn ?” 

“*Course he is. Known him since’t I was a choild.” 


237 Lou and Liz 


“ But you don’t know ’is wife, do you?” 

“ *Course I do.” 

“‘ What—my friend Lou ?” 

The reply was a stare of astonishment. 

‘¢ His wife ain’t no Lou!” exclaimed the young woman. 
“‘ Her name’s Marier. What d’you mean?” 

Liz uttered a shriek of delight. She had hoped to 
discover something to Bishop’s discredit, but nothing 
so good as this had struck her imagination. 

“Tf you'll come along o’ me,” she said, “TI tell 
you somethin’ as you’d ought to know.” 

Readily enough the stranger followed, and with a 
struggle they got into the open air. In the conversation 
that ensued, Liz learnt that the man of whom they spoke 
was not in reality named Bishop, and that he could not 
be legally Lou’s husband. Some ten years ago he had 
married in his true name of Wilcox, and his wife, with 
four children, lived at Enfield. More than once he had 
left Mrs. Wilcox to her own resources ; but she, having a 
little shop, did not suffer much from her spouse’s neglect. 

Liz had now to rush in pursuit of her friend ; the 
stranger, much interested by what she had heard, accom- 
panied her. But Lou was by this time far from the spot 
where she had danced with her nominal husband. 

“ She’ll have gone off with ’im!” cried Liz, in despair 
which was not wholly selfish. ‘‘ Where’s the w’y out? 
If I ’edn’t this baby to carry! I cawn’t go no faster !” 

Tears began to trickle down her cheeks, where dust 
had mingled muddily with perspiration. She saw 
before her a life of loneliness and want. The homely 
garret would have to be forsaken ; she must shelter her- 
self and Jacky in some miserable hole,—well if it didn’t 
end in their going to the workhouse. Oh, why had she 
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been so snappy with Lou! Perhaps that very last bit 
of quarrel had decided her friend to go off without 
remorse. Yet, even amid the distress, Liz experienced a 
brief, intermittent comfort in the reflection that, after 
all, Lou was not really a married woman, that the “ lines ” 
of which she so often boasted were worthless, and her 
gold ring no better than one of brass. 

Her companion offered to take a turn at carrying the 
child whilst they hurried on in search. They made for 
the exit, and asked if such a couple as Lou and the brown- 
hatted man had been seen to depart in the last few minutes ; 
answers were vaguely negative. Back again into the 
gardens; hither and thither amid the folk who were 
enjoying themselves—drinking, dancing, love-making, 
shooting in the rifle gallery, watching acrobats and niggers 
on the lawn, and a performance in the open-air theatre. 
Liz seemed to herself the only unhappy creature in this 
assembly of thousands. Presently it occurred to the 
pair that one or other of them ought to have remained 
at the exit; they had forgotten this. Liz, utterly 
wearied and woe-begone, stood still and let her tears 
have their way. 

High up on the tops of the tall elms, nesting rooks 
uttered their “ Caw, caw” undisturbed by the uproar 
of humanity in lower regions. Grave, domestic rooks, 
models of reason and virtue in comparison with the ram- 
pant throng they wisely ignored. 

Ultimately, half an hour after the beginning of,their 
search, Liz and the blue girl found themselves near the 
spot whence they had started ; and there—there in the 
very place where they had danced to the concertina— 
stood Lou and Wilcox-Bishop. Liz, now again with 
Jacky in her arms, bounded forward, : 
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and let me tell you somethin.’ ” 

‘© Where have you been ? ” cried the other impatiently. 

“ Lookin’ for you, everywheres. Ow, Lou! Don’t 
’aye nothin’ to do with ’im.” She spoke in a subdued 
voice, not to be heard by passing strangers. “ He ain’t 
what he calls himself! He ain’t your ’usband !” 

The man had drawn near, not without a look of mis- 
giving, for he saw the young woman in blue régarding 
him ominously, and observed Liz’s agitation. There 
followed a lively scene, brief, dramatic. Wilcox, made 
heedless by long impunity, and overcome by amorous 
temptation, had loitered about with Lou merely because 
she was unwilling to go away without seeing Liz; he 
had met no one except the blue girl who could imperil 
his project, and it seemed to him most unlikely that she 
would have an opportunity of learning what he was 
about before he got safely off. It was true that he had 
work at Woolwich, and he saw no risk in living there with 
Lou, whilst he kept up communication with his legiti- 
mate wife at Enfield, whose little shop was too valuable 
to be definitely forsaken. But the unexpected had 
befallen. Face to face with him were three accusing 
women, one of them furious, the second exultant, the 
third scandalised. Useless to attempt denial ; evidence 
could now be obtained against him at any moment. He 
stood at bay for two minutes, then, with a burst of foul 
language, turned tail and fled. 

Lou would have pursued him. She was beside herself 
with rage, jealousy, humiliation. But already a little 
crowd of amused observers was gathering, and followed 
her with whoops as she started after the escaping man. 
Upon these people Liz suddenly turned in wrath, asked 
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them what business it was of theirs and so brought 
them toa standstill. Her voice had a restraining effect on 
Lou; she also stopped, turned, and glared savagely at 
the spectators, who fell back. 

“ See ’ere, Liz,” she said, “ you can do as you like 5 
oi’m goin’ ome.” 

** So’m oi,”’ was the answer. 

Jacky had been roaring incessantly for the last quarter ~ 
of an hour, and would continue until he fell asleep. 
The day was hopelessly spoilt. Wherever they went 
in the Gardens they would feel that people were pointing 
at them and talking about them; the blue girl would 
of course make known their story. So they moved 
dolefully towards the exit, exchanging not a word. 

When they were out in the high road Lou paused. 

“ You'don’t think I meant to go with him, do you ? ” 
she asked fiercely. ‘‘’Cause if you do, you’re bloomin’ 
wellwrong. Think I’d a’ gone back toa feller like that ? ” 

There followed a string of violent epithets. Liz, 
though convinced that only an accident had saved her 
friend (and herself), was politic enough to protest that of 
course she had never feared anything so foolish ; and 
when this assurance had been repeated some fifty times, 
the injured girl began to take comfort from it. Her 
wrath turned against the man once more. She would be 
revenged upon him ; she ie go to the police-station, 
and have him “ took up”; he should be sent to prison 
like the bigamist they had wed about in Lloyd's only a 
week or two since. 

“‘ Where’s a p’liceman ? ” she exclaimed, looking about 
her. “ Heain’t far off yet, an’ I’d like to see him copped, 
and took off with ’andcuffs.” 

The policeman was not difficult to discover, but for 
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all that Lou did not carry out her menace. She railed 
copiously but decided that it would be better to go to 
the “station”? when they got home, and make her 
charge with all formalities. Meanwhile Jacky kicked, 
struggled, and roared in his mother’s arms. 

“Ere, give ’im to me,” said Lou at length, when her 
companion was all but dropping in exhaustion. “’Ow 
can y’ expect to enjoy yerself when you ’ave to tike babbies 
out! We ’aven’t had no tea, nor nothin’. Come on, 
an’ let’s git ome.” 

They missed a train at Rosherville Station, and had 
to walk to Gravesend. The return journey was miserable, 
for very few people were going back at this early hour, 
and none of the accustomed singing in the carriage 
helped to restore their spirits. Relieved from personal 
anxieties, Liz could now sympathise with her friend’s 
distress. ‘They squabbled as a matter of course, and the 
necessity of postponing talk about what had happened 
until they were alone again exasperated the tempers of 
both. 

By eight o’clock Jacky lay fast asleep in bed, and Liz 
_was preparing tea. Lou had not entered; she went off 
somewhere by herself, promising to be back before very 
long. Within the house was perfect quietness; down 
in the street an intoxicated youth roared out a song which 
contested popularity with that concerning the bank- 
breaker of Monte Carlo—an invitation to a bride to 
take her marriage trip “‘ on a boycyle mide for two.” 

Three hours later Lou was still absent. Liz grew 
fearful once more. But perhaps her friend had really 
visited the police-station, and was detained there all 
this time by the gravity of her business. At half-past 
eleven there was an unfamiliar step on the stairs, ascend- 
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ing noisily. Liz threw open the door, called out, and 
was answered with a laugh which she recognised, though 
it had a strange note. Lou had not spent her evening 
with the police. 

In the light of early morning Jacky’s clambur for 
breakfast awakened the two girls. Having given the child 
some cold tea (left in the pot all night), and a hunch of 
bread, Liz spoke to her companion. For a while there 
was no answer, but presently came muffled words. 

“ Say, Liz, you won’t let on to nobody about it ? ” 

“Not oi! I tike my Joath I won’t, Lou.” 

A pause, then Lou’s voice was again heard. 

“T woke up in the night, an’ thought I’d burn them 
marriage-lines. But I won’t neither. I’ll keep some- 
thin’ to show.” 

“Oi should, if oi was you. You was married, all 
the sime.” 

* But I can git married again now, if I want.” 

“Course you can,” Liz replied, half-heartedly. 

“All right. Let’s do another sleep. What’s the 
odds s’long ’s y’re ’eppy ?” 

And they dozed till it was time to get up and begin 
the week’s labour. 
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HAT the deuce do you mean? What right have 
you to meddle in my private affairs? It’s 
confounded impertinence 
How can that give you a right? For all I know, a 
dozen other men were in love with her. You had your 
chance, I suppose, and made what you could of it. 
That’s an old story. It happens that I married her, 
and if any man has the astounding impudence to—— 
Hang it all, Jameson! I’ve been put out; you're 
the second to-day—though the other was a woman, so 
she oughtn’t to count. My temper’s rather the worse 
for wear ; I’ve gone through a good deal since you left 
England, old man. Of course you meant no harm; 
now you'll go about and say I’ve turned fire-eater. 
People are talking? Let them talk, and be hanged to 
them! On the whole, I had rather they did; one or 
two may reflect, and profit by my example. I don’t 
care to use big words, but some men, if they had the 
pluck to take such a step, they would boast of starting 
a social reformation, and that kind of thing. It’ll have 
to come ; I should have thought you were just the fellow 
to understand and approve 
Well, if you put it in that way, I’ve no objection to 
explain. I won’t be dictated to, that’s all. I’m master 
in my own house, and if people come talking about 
“brutal behaviour,” and taking my wife’s part against 
me, I shall cut up tolerably rough. I’m well aware 
2389 
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that Jenny wants people to pity her; whoever knew the 
woman that didn’t? You don’t like what Pve got to 
say, but I can’t help that ; I didn’t begin on the subject. 
I’m a man talking about his wife—that’s to say, I see 
facts as facts, and not through a mist of sentiment. You 
still think of women as angels, do you? It’s an amiable 
weakness; I never was given to it myself. I’ve played 
the fool about women, especially about Jenny; but 
something in my character has always pulled me up 
before I went plunging down a steep place, like—you 
know. : 

Come now ; in the old days, when we wasted so much 
time over at Norwood, did you really think Jenny the 
kind of girl that a sensible fellow with a small income 
would wish to marry? You can’t have done so. Don’t 
boggle over it ; just say you were in love with her, and 
let that mean what it may. The honest truth is that to 
me she seemed about the last girl to make a good wife ; 
but I, too, was in love with her—devilish hard hit, as I 
think you know. Just when I ought to have been fagging 
at my profession, I wallowed in idleness—all on account 
of Jenny. We see the result now; I’m one of the slow 
coaches; I can’t make a large income and perhaps I 
never shall. No; I don’t blame her for that. Wait a 
bit, and watch the course of things. = 

I wonder a steady-going fellow like you could stand 
her ways. You remember her once calling out, “ Oh, I 
have no character to lose?” It was perfectly, true; 
we grinned and joked ; but if we had grinned and gone 
away we should have acted more wisely. She did her 
best to lose her character in the eyes of all rational 
people. She was having her fling, and she went just 
as far as was possible. I make all allowances for her: 
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a silly mother, a rascal of a father, the flattery of a con- 
temptible set of men and girls ; but it doesn’t alter the 
fact. Her cigarette-smoking, her night rambling, her 
talk about forbidden things—pah! She wished to be 
thought a fast girl, and it’s rather wonderful, when one 
comes to think of it, that the limits of the possible 
weren’t passed, She imagined herself a light of fashion 
over yonder. How on earth she got together such a 
menagerie of friends I never understood. To this day 
I have a suspicion that some of the men one met there on 
Sunday were shopwalkers ; yet we know that some were 
not. The house might have been a decent house enough, 
of its kind; Jenny made it—well, no, vulgarity wasn’t 
exactly the note after all. Her mother knew how to 
behave herself, and her scamp of a father could talk 
like a gentleman. One didn’t feel exactly ashamed of 
being seen there. The fact is, society has got to be such 
a queer jumble nowadays. How is one to draw lines ? 

She was a handsome girl, a fine girl, and there’s no 
gainsaying it. No one could find vulgarity in her face 
—or in her ways either, when she wasn’t acting up to her 
ideas of fashionable freedom. She might have grown 
up a very creditable specimen of womanhood, with 
sensible parents and good schooling. As it is, her 
husband has to turn educator-—well, wait a bit. 

But for her father’s smash, she wouldn’t have dreamt 
of marrying me. Not for a moment ! She might have 
married you, if you hadn’t thrown up the game just too 
soon. She knew I had no money : I was honest enough 
to let that be understood from the first. She didn’t 
particularly like me—I wasn’t her style of man ; of course, 
I could always see that. Very well, keep your own 
opinion ; I say what I know, If I’m to tell this story 
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at all, I must out with the blunt facts, never mind how 
they sound. Jenny married me because there seemed 
no hope of marrying anyone else of equally good social 
position. She was fastidious ; she knew a gentleman from 
a gent, and only tolerated the sham when he helped to 
fill a room and applaud her comic songs. : 

I knew all about the smash before it came out; and 
I knew the old man had cut and run before his family’ 
did. I would have done a good deal to save Jenny from 
that ; believe me or not, as you like. I had a bad lump 
in the throat when I thought of her, and I was as far as 
possible from calculating upon the change in her situa- 
tion. The truth is, I went to the extreme, and said to 
myself that it would be impossible now to marry her, 
even if she would have me. My prospects had to be 
considered ; I was feeling a bit anxious about things, 
and saw the necessity of keeping in with a certain class 
of people. No, I put Jenny out of my mind—or tried 
to. And I felt glad, old fellow, that you were far enough 
away, for I knew what you would have done. Sorry 
you didn’t get the news till it was too late to do anything ? 
I won’t allow myself a coarse retort. Never mind; 
the past is past ; and you, at all events, still have a future. 

I, too? Heaven only knows. But I feel better this 
last week or two. I go to the office with an easier mind, 
that’s certain. 

You don’t want to hear how we came to be married, 
and [ve no wish to tell you. Don’t suppose I imply 
anything against Jenny. She was miserable, and no 
doubt I ought to have left her alone till she had got over 
the worst of it. An accident—it’s always the same. 
My common-sense failed me at the critical moment. 

It came out afterwards that things were not so black 
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as they looked—for her, I mean. She talked about going 
for a lady’s-maid, or a scullery-maid, or I don’t know 
what. Heaven help the people who engaged her in 
such capacities. But she had relatives in the country 
who were able and willing to help her; that’s to say, 
she might have lived with them till some rational arrange- 
ment could be made. Her mother, as I daresay you 
know, behaved very badly; she was frightened out of 
her wits, I suppose, and showed the primitive selfish 
instinct without disguise. Jenny—one of the things to 
her credit—never made claim to a share in what her 
mother had to live upon. Well, we won’t talk about 
it. It was a squalid affair, and there’s no outliving the 
memory. ‘That’s one reason why I hope never to have 
children; the ancestral history would be an awkward 
topic. 

At first it really looked as if Jenny had profited by 
disaster—though, by the way, did you ever know anyone 
who did? I told her plainly that I had a very small 
income, and little hope of its increasing for some time to 
come; she professed herself quite content. Then I 
put it to her; wouldn’t it be wise to establish ourselves 
in a very modest way, to spend just as little as possible 
on the house and furniture, and so on? Of course 
it would! She was willing to live in the merest cottage, 
with a deal table to eat upon, Windsor chairs, felt 
carpets. No one would ever come to see us—at all 
events, she hoped not. Her desire was to hide away, 
and to work hard from morning to night with the 
scrubbing-brush. No, I don’t exaggerate. I can make 
allowance, of course, for her state of mind. But, putting 
aside burlesque, the fact was that she consented to 
begin housekeeping in a very simple way. We were 
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to refuse invitations if any were offered, and to wait 
patiently for an improvement in our circumstances. 

Yes, I knew it was a risk; even then just a glimmer 
of reason remained to me. I even suspected that I was 
acting not quite honourably. I was rushing the 
marriage; Jenny ought to have had time to recover 
herself and look round. And I didn’t forget this after- 
wards, I assure you I didn’t. It made me a deuced 
sight more patient than most men would have been. 
For all that, a girl of three-and-twenty isn’t a child, 
and a married woman has no more claim to indulgence 
if she behaves with idiotic selfishness than a married 
man. That’s one of my points. There’s a common 
idea that the wives of poor men are long-suffering angels, 
while their husbands have a comparatively easy time of 
it. Damned nonsense! Asa rule, it’s the other way about. 

Well, I hadn’t the courage to take as cheap a house 
as I ought to have done. After all, I secretly hoped 
that a year or two would make a good deal of difference 
in my position. The rent in the meantime wouldn’t 
matter much, provided other expenses were kept down. 
I was determined not to get into debt for furniture. 
We bought just the bare necessaries, at a trifling cost. 
Of course, Jenny had the choosing, and she managed 
sensibly enough—in fact, I had to insist on a few comforts 
she wished to dispense with. 

I’m glad to see you smile. Just as well to keep that 
side in view. There’s more comedy than tragedy in 
the whole affair, if only you see the truth of it. Thanks 
to me, you know. If I had been a different sort of 
man. 

For a month or two things went on pretty smoothly, 
Jenny wasn’t contented; I knew it, but then I had 
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expected it, and it seemed to me that the only thing I 
could do was to work like a nigger. From eight to six, 
and from nine to twelve—it’s about as much as a man 
/can get into the day, don’t you think ? ; 

Jenny’s hands didn’t show much sign of domestic 
toil. Of course the servant wasn’t worth much; of 
course, the house got dirty and disorderly ; of course, 
the cooking was abominable. All that goes without 
saying. I put up with it—seemed not to notice it. 
I’m not the kind of fellow that’s always thinking about 
his comfort. Certainly I object to the waste of good 
food—potatoes like soap and meat like leather ; but it’s 
what every man who can’t afford a cook has to be content 
with. I kept Jenny supplied with the books from 
Mudie’s, and I took care she should have decent things 
to go out in. She hadn’t much of my society; that 
couldn’t be helped. A woman must find resources 
in herself. 

One evening when I came home to dinner—or tea, 
rather, for I pretended to have midday dinner in town 
—Jenny was prostrate. The sight of her alarmed me ; 
I thought she was seriously ill. For a long time I could 
get nothing out of her but incoherent mutterings. No 
doubt she had been crying all day, and couldn’t even 
pump up another tear. When I got over my alarm, 
I took the rational course and talked like a plain, blunt 
man. We came near to quarrelling, and I wasn’t sorry 
for it; something of that kind was needed to clear the 
air. She had been paying visits to some of her old 
friends, and the sight of their houses, their talk of 
amusements, and so on, had been too much for her. 

“I made a mistake,” she said. “I didn’t know what 
I was doing.” 

RB 
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I grinned and bore it. 

“ You're expecting too much of me,” came next. - 

This tried my temper pretty severely. I began to 
reason with her—why don’t you laugh? ‘The reasoning 
lasted till two o’clock in the morning, and the outcome 
of it was that I got hera piano. With a piano she thought 
she might soothe her loneliness and keep away disagree- 
able thoughts. I might have suggested that a little 
study of the science and art of cookery would be just 
as efficacious and a good deal more appropriate ; but I 
allowed myself only the gentlest hints at that kind of 
thing. I know as well as you do that the girl’s life was 
a miserable change to her, and that it’s hard for one of 
her breeding to learn anything womanly—to be of any use 
in the world—to see things reasonably, and act with 
courage. I grant all that, but I maintain that I was 
patient and forbearing. Life was before us, and had 
to be faced. Short of agreeing to part—which neither 
of us desired—there was nothing to be done but make 
the best of things as we found them. Jenny made the 
worst of them—as women so often do. Before long, I 
let her know my view of the matter ; there was another 
all-night sitting and a vigorous debate. ‘The piano, of 
course, hadn’t answered its purpose. 

“If I could only have someone to come and see me,” 
said Jenny. 

“ Why not? Let people come.” 

“How can]? There isn’t a chair for anyone to sit 
down on. How can I show people such a house as 
this?” 

What should I have answered? I got into a rage, 
stamped about the place, and called on the gods to witness 
feminine imbecility. For a week we hardly spoke to each 
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other. Then Jenny came to me when I was at work 
one night : 

“To-morrow, I’m going away.” 

“Indeed ! ” 

“T can’t bear this life; it will drive me mad. You 
are the most unfeeling man I ever knew. I shall go and 
find some way of earning a living.” 

“* My best wishes ! ” 

She left the room and I worked on—or tried to work 
—for an hour. When I went upstairs Jenny was lying 
on the bedroom floor, her arms stretched out 

All right, I won’t go into details, but you must have 
the whole story. Next day was Sunday, we spent it in 
talking quietly, and the upshot of it was that in the 
course of the following week our house received a new 
supply of furniture ; in fact, it was very decently furnished 
from top to bottom. Moreover, the incompetent 
“ general” disappeared, and two young women, with 
flaring testimonials and large appetites, took her place. 
We had been married not quite three months. 

I knew I was acting absurdly. I take much of the 
blame for what followed upon myself. There should 
have been a middle course. But is it my fault that 
women are congenitally incapable of anything but 
extremes ? 

Then, the fact was I had begun to be rather more 
hopeful about my prospects. Tremendous work was 
telling ; a little money began to come in; it seemed 
not impossible that a year might double my income, in 
which case the house wouldn’t be difficult to support. 
And Jenny had altered so marvellously. I went about 
saying to myself that I had an admirable wife—all 
reason, all sweetness. She was in wonderful health 
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and spirits. She sang, she laughed, she adorned the 
table, and made me feel proud when I walked with her 
along the streets. 

A rule was laid down: no dinner-parties! We 
couldn’t do it properly, so wouldn’t try to do it at all. 
People might come at the approved hour, and tea would 
be offered them ; there we drew the line. 

This lasted for a month, then Jenny, in a very sweet 
way, asked me whether she might have a girl friend to 
lunch. Only Miss Parker, who played and sang so 
beautifully. Why not? So Miss Parker came. A week 
later—should I mind if Miss Parker and her sister came 
to spend the evening? Of course not; glad to see 
them. But—but would there be any harm in having 
a sort of very simple little dinner, at seven o’clock ? 

* Jenny! Remember.” 

“Yes. You're quite right. Better not. Ill tell 
them to come at eight, and they can have something 
for supper.” 

Do you know that I have a good deal of generosity 
in my composition ? You may doubt it, but it’s there. 
When Jenny made that answer I was uncomfortable. 
I suffered discomfort for a day-and-a-half, then I could 
stand it no longer. 

“‘ Look here, Jenny,” I said, “I don’t see why you 
shouldn’t have those girls to dinner.” 

She flashed a delightful look at me. 

“No, no. I’ve given up the thought. Of course 
it wouldn’t have been like a real dinner ; only a sort of 
high tea. But we won’t talk of it.” 

The girls came. There was clear soup, turbot, a 
bit of veal, and sweets. There was wine. There was 
subsequent coffee in the drawing-room. A mere high tea. 
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You see, that’s how it began. Why I didn’t set my 
foot down I can’t easily explain. Chiefly, perhaps, 
because I felt ashamed of perpetual wrangling, especially 
when Jenny seemed to be trying her best to keep on 
good terms with me—trying in every way but the 
essential, another trick of the long-suffering angels. 
Of course, I had yielded too much to stand out in smaller 
matters. And the truth was I found life a good deal 
pleasanter than before. I had decent meals and com- 
fortable chairs, Jenny showed a bright face when I 
came home, and was recovering a good deal of her old 
liveliness in conversation. For all that, I had shown 
a fatal weakness, and it wasn’t long before I began to 
curse my folly. 

I dare say people have told you what sort of a life 
we led for the next two years. My income steadily 
improved, and expenses steadily kept pace with it. We 
lived like everyone else ; had a swarm of acquaintances ; 
gave dinners now and then ; went to places of amusement 
because we were ashamed not to be seen there ; dressed 
extravagantly; did everything that public opinion 
demands. Jenny had beaten me; she led me along like 
a pet dog with a collar round its neck. Yet there was 
one sense in which I had gained the upper hand of 
Jenny. She never fell back into the vagaries she was 
so proud of before her marriage. No more “fast y 
doings ; no cigarettes, no doubtful talk, no disreputable 
company. I had told her what I thought of that kind 
of thing, and she was careful to please me. She had a 
new ambition—to be the leader of a highly respectable 
set. Respectable she was, with a vengeance. It often 
amazed me when I thought of the hideous dullness of the 
life she led. To me, her solitude of the first three 
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months would have seemed infinitely preferable. Oh! 
the gaping fools we gathered about us! I have sat 
listening to their talk until my jaw dropped and my 
eyes grew fixed in an idiot stare. Happily, I had an 
excuse for keeping away from home as much as I liked. 
And yet, as time went on, that life exercised a Strange 
influence on me. It was as though I had been hypnotised 
by the atmosphere of stupidity. I found myself begin- 
ning to talk like the men who came to us. I dropped 
the habit of reading. I grew really anxious about the 
cut of my waistcoat and the growth of my moustache. 
By Jove, I can tell you I fell pretty low. 

If I had had any relatives in London it would have 
been different. I had no friends of my own, either ; at 
all events, no friends who were of any use socially. At 
home, I was Jenny’s husband—nothing more; and a 
tolerably contemptible figure I must have cut. 

I had an attack of influenza, and it left me in very 
low spirits. Just at that time, too, money difficulties 
began to trouble me; there was nothing for it but to 
borrow, and this necessity gave me a dig in the ribs— 
woke me up a little. Jenny and I had a conversation. 
I told her she must cut down expenses; to live as we 
were doing was simply insane. Why, I hadn’t even 
insured my life. Bad enough to spend all one had, 
but now we were beginning to incur debts. I told 
Jenny that she must keep within a certain stipulated 
sum for the month’s expenditure. She promised, but 
exceeded the limit. I got furious, and we began once 
more to quarrel. Impossible to alter our way of living, 
but by dint of working I kept the budget at my own 
figure—the last penny I could afford. Domestic peace 
was at anend, though. Jenny regarded me as an insolent 
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rebel, I suppose. It was my place to supply her with 
what she wanted, and to say nothing. If outlay increased 
—well, my duty was to make more money. 

She began to pester me about having the furniture 
renewed. Our house was getting old-fashioned ; people 
noticed it. Well, I said, they must notice ; if the carpet 
fell into holes I had no money for a new one. Jenny 
tried the old dodge; shut herself up and moped ; sat 
crying when I came home to dinner. I lost my temper, 
and there was the devil to pay. It gave me peace for 
a week or two. 

The results of that influenza hung about me, and I 
didn’t feel at all like myself. I couldn’t do my work ; 
things went wrong at the office ; I began to foresee more 
trouble about money. Instead of going home at the 
usual time, I got into a habit of slinking about the streets, 
tormenting myself with fears and calculations. I once 
knew a man who went off his head in just this way, and 
it’s easy enough to understand. 

Things were ripe for a change, and Jenny took the 
best way to bring it off. One evening she said to me 
in a careless sort of way : 

“ Pye ordered that new drawing-room suite.” 

I was struck dumb, and stared at her. She stared 
back, ready for fight. When I got my breath, I said 
quietly : 

“ Then you'll countermand the order.” 

It was a sharp engagement that followed. I was in 
a queer state, and didn’t quite trust myself. In a few 
minutes I had somehow got out into the back garden, 
and stood there trembling. It was a splendid night— 
two months ago—full moon, and a brilliant sky, without 
acloud. I shall always believe in inspiration. Assure as 
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I’ma living man at that moment something spoke in me, 
and bade me act in a certain way—what’s more, gave me 
the courage and the strength to doit. All of a sudden, 
I was as calm as the night. I felt my muscles rather 
tense, and a chill down the back; then it was just as if 
I had sauntered out to smoke a cigar. Even the last 
symptoms of my illness seemed to have come to an end; 
I was clearer-headed than for months. 
I went in again. Jenny was sitting where I had left 
her. ss 
Just listen to me,” I said. “I never understood 


till this moment what a consummate ass I have made of 


myself. Here am I, with such and such an income, on 
which I can count with certainty. This income is much 
more than enough for all the necessities of our life; 
there needn’t be one moment’s anxiety about money. 
Yet I’ve got into such a cursed coil that it has seemed 
to me now and then lately as if I should do best to cut 
my throat. What’s the explanation of it ? ” 

She was puzzled at my tone, and couldn’t see what 
I was driving at. 

“What sort of a life do I lead? Every penny I can 
earn by my hardest work goes to keep up certain appear- 
ances—that is to say, to imitate people for whom I 
don’t care a damn. What pleasures have I? None, 
because I can’t afford them. The social circle to which 
I belong won’t allow me to spend a farthing on myself. 
I don’t insure my life, though it’s my duty to do so, 
because the premium goes in keeping up appearances. 
I never buy a book. I never take a journey to please 
myself. I never subscribe to a charity. I never lend 
or give to anyone. I’m the basest slave, and the most 
contemptible hypocrite that treads the earth ! ” 
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I spoke as never before, and Jenny couldn’t choose 
but listen. 

“ What sort of people are they who impose this slavery 
on me? Wretched curs living a life like my own, slaves 
each of the other, secretly miserable because they spend 
beyond their means, and aping a social rank altogether 
above them. Out of regard for their opinion, I condemn 
myself to a squalid hell, of toil and sham pleasure. Does 
this strike you as reasonable ?” 

“You're talking nonsense,” said Jenny. “ We have 
to live a certain way——” 

I interrupted her. 

“We have. A way that I'll explain to you. From 
this day forth I spend half my income on the necessaries 
of life, and not one penny more. The other half shall 
afford us a few rational satisfactions, with a considerable 
margin to lay aside. We leave this house and go into 
one of which the rent is not more than thirty pounds— 
a fair proportion. This furniture will be sold, and things 
of a very different kind procured instead—plain and 
serviceable. I won’t have one object under my roof 
that is there merely for show. You shall have a girl to 
help you—a young girl, whom you'll have to teach and 
train yourself. If I work to support the house, you shall 
work to keep it in order. You shall wear plain dresses 
and eat simple food; in short, we are going to live as 
you consented to when you married me. If you don’t 
agree to this we part. I give you the choice.” 

Well, there it is. That’s the long and short 
of it. You have been told that Jenny has suffered 
brutal usage at my hands ; judge for yourself. 

She said at first that she would leave me, and asked 
in a business-like way what her allowance was to be. I 
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told her. She tried to renew the quarrel; I wouldn’t 
take part in it. 

I saw my way, and meant to pursue it. Before long 
I believe other men will go and do likewise. It needs 
pluck, but the end is worth a struggle. I have recovered 
self-respect, and I am master in my own house. -It may 
take years of steady ruling before Jenny gives up all hope 
of a return to the fashionable life. At present she is 
trying sentimental hypocrisy ; but it’s no use. 

Her rights as an individual? Humbug! She is not 
an individual ; it’s the rarest thing to meet a woman 
who is. 

If the life becomes intolerable to her? The door is 
always open, and an allowance at her disposal. 


hte ere ha OR AF ee 


SPELLBOUND 


Spellbound 


At the doors of the Free Library waited a dozen 
men and half as many women ; the lucky ones, by 
squeezing very close, partly sheltered themselves from a 
cold drizzle ; not a word of conversation passed among 
them, and the minutes seemed to drag interminably. 
Then the clock struck, and the doors opened. There 
was a break-neck rush down the stairs to the newspaper- 
room, a scamper for the first sight of this or that morning 
paper. All the women, and a few of the men, were 
genuinely eager to search columns of advertisements, 
on the chance of finding employment ; the rest came for 
betting news, or a murder trial, or some such matter 
of popular interest. In a very short time each of the 
favourite journals had its little crowd, waiting with 
impatience behind the two or three persons who 
managed to read simultaneously. Silent all, amid the 
sound of rustling pages, and of shoes on the bare boards. 
Without roared the torrent of multitudinous traffic. 
One of the first to enter was a young man in a hard 
felt hat and fawn coloured overcoat, his chin stubbly 
with three days’ growth, his collar betraying a week or 
more of use, and his finger-nails bitten to the quick. 
He looked ill-fed and anxious; one could imagine him 
a clerk or shopman badly in want of a place. Yet he 
exhibited no great energy in the hunt for likely adver- 
tisements. After holding the first place for a minute or 
two, he drew back from the newspaper, and stood apart, 
257 
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gazing idly about him. Then, with sauntering step, 
he approached one of the publications which no one else 
cared to examine—the new number of a religious weekly 
—and over this he spent about a quarter of an hour. 
The retirement of a man from the paper next in the 
row seemed to give him a desired opportunity; he stepped 
into the vacant place, and read for another quarter of an 
hour. And so all through the morning, from paper to 
paper, as his turn came. He read, it appeared, with 
languid interest, often staring vacantly at the windows, 
often gnawing the stumps of his nails, yet never seeming 
inclined to go away. He had a very common face, 
touched with amiability, suggestive of average intelli- 
gence ; rarely—very rarely—it changed expression, but 
it never betokened a meditative or animated mood. 
Read he certainly did, for his hand turned the leaves ; 
yet it was difficult to credit him with either pleasure or 
purpose in these hours of quasi-intellectual occupation. 
At one o’clock he gave signs of weariness, and stood 
as though debating a question with himself ; as a result, 
he left the reading-room, walked a little way along 
the street, and entered a coffee tavern. A sausage, with 
bread and butter and a cup of cocoa, made his midday 
meal; he ate with gusto, which perhaps was not sur- 
prising. As the rain had ceased, he digested his dinner 
in half an hour’s ramble about the neighbourhood, 
smoking the latter half of a pipe which had served him 
after breakfast. Ultimately his steps turned again 
towards the Free Library, and again he entered ; but 
this time he went up to the magazine-room. Here 
readers were supplied with chairs, and sat at tables ; 
and just now all but every place was occupied. He 
sauntered along the floor until, unable to do better, he 


259 | Spellbound 


took a chair at the spot devoted to an organ of vegetarian- 
ism. This subject had no interest whatever for him, 
but he opened the periodical and read therein, until a 
departing neighbour enabled him to exchange it for the 
Westminster Review. And thus again, moving at 
intervals from seat to seat, he passed the afternoon. 

With the visage and the gait of a somnambulist he 
at length betook himself homeward—that is to say, to a 
couple of small rooms in an unpleasant street near Euston 
Station. His wife was awaiting him ; she had tea ready 
upon the table, and on her face a not unkindly look of 
expectation. ‘The man did not meet her eyes; after 
throwing his hat and coat on to a chair, he sat down 
with every sign of weariness, and waited for questions. 

“ Nothing?” asked his wife, in a voice which was 
meant to anticipate consolation. 

Percy Dunn—that was the man’s name—shook 
a dreary head. 

“Oh, I’ve written letters, as usual—two or three 
letters—and called at a place or two. No good.” 

He spoke with eyes shifting about the floor, and hand 
rubbing his stubbly chin. 

“Then how do you spend the time—all day ?” 

“ Oh, I loaf about—sit in the reading-room—anything. 
What’s the good of coming ’ome. I can’t sit here and 
do nothing.” 

“ Well, come and have your tea and then I'll tell you 
something.” 

Dunn glanced quickly at her, a ray of shamefaced 
hope on his countenance. In spite of hard times, 
these two had not quarrelled, and were not weary of 
each other ; which is as much as to say that Mrs. Dunn 
was not quite the ordinary wife of a man in this station. 
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Indeed, she looked a pleasant and capable little woman. 
Her dress, though poor enough, had a becoming neatness ; 
she showed very clean hands, and knew how to arrange 
her hair. She had ideas, too, on the subject of laying 
a poor table, so as to make it seem less poor, and, in the 
true sense, altogether homely. . 

“‘ What is it ? ” said the husband, trying not to smile. 

** Have your tea.” 

But he could not, until he had heard what there was 
to be told; so Mrs. Dunn, with a jest at his familiar 
impatience, made known to him that she had “ gone 
back to the mantles.” Twelve shillings a week, the best 
she could obtain just now, and much better than nothing. 
What choice had she? In two months of undesired 
leisure, Dunn had drawn near to the end of his resources ; 
if he could not earn money, she must. 

“Oh, be hanged to that!” muttered the young man, 
keeping his face down. “I don’t want you to go.” 

*“Tt’s done, so there’s no good talking about it. Get 
your tea.” 

They had been married three years, and, happily, 
had no child. Dunn was a draper’s salesman, generally 
in good employment, though he had changed his shop 
more often than was desirable. His last place he had 
quitted involuntarily, and under circumstances which he 
did not fully explain to his wife ; in fact, he was found 
guilty, on two occasions, of such gross carelessness at 
the counter, that his employers could neither keep him 
in their service nor recommend him to anyone else. 
Mr. Dunn had grown aweary of standing behind a 
counter ; he entertained hopes—the vaguest—of enter- 
ing upon some new career; his health was indifferent, 
and he talked of getting a country place. Or someone 
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might engage him as traveller. Or he might hear of 
something fresh and new. He would look about a 
bit. He had looked about, though not very energetically, 
for the first two or three weeks ; then he fell a prey to the 
Free Library. 

“Well, see here, Maggie; it’s only for a time, you 
know. I can’t allow you to go back to work. That 
won’t do at all. I don’t believe in married women going 
to work-rooms.” 

* All right ; get your tea.” 

“Well, but—look here, now. I’m not going to live 
on your earnings. That’s not my sort; I’m not one of 
that kind. You don’t think I am, do you?” 

** Course I don’t, Percy. What’s the good of bother- 
ing? You'll get a place before long.” 

“Why, I must. How are we to live? Of course 
I must.” 

They had furniture of their own, and paid only 
eight shillings for the two rooms; of late, the total 
of their expenditure had been some fifteen shillings a 
week. Dunn, with no base intention, asked himself 
whether they could live on his wife’s wages. Impossible, 
of course. ‘To-morrow he would really “look about” ; 
it was high time. 

He ate his meal and enjoyed it. Good-humour 
shone upon his pasty visage. He drew Maggie to him, 
made her sit upon his knee, and talked affectionately. 

*‘ You’re a good sort, old girl. And [I’ve given you a 
lot o’ worry. And——” 

“Oh, shut up. What’s the odds? I’d just as soon 
work as not. What’s the good of sitting at ’ome all 
day, when it doesn’t take me more than an hour or two 
to do all there is to do?” 

8 


A Victim ot Circumstances 262 


“But you wouldn’t want to go to the mantles if I 
earned good money again ? ” 

“JT don’t know. Why not? Unless, of course, 
we had a ’ouse of our own.” : 

“ And so we will!” exclaimed Dunn fervently, a 
sanguine flush upon his cheeks. : 

“A nice little ’ouse somewhere out north. There’s 
splendid little ’ouses for little enough ; it’s only making 
the start. I ought to have saved more. It’s all my 
fault—don’t say it isn’t. I go buying this and that, 
and wasting coin every sort of way. ‘There! we'll have 
a little ’ouse of our own.” 

He began to discuss localities, rents, the price of 
furniture ; all with a dreamy satisfaction, as if the means 
were already in hand. His wife, though of more practical 
temper, found the dream pleasant, and encouraged it. 
And, just as they had decided upon a Brussels carpet 
for the best room, someone knocked at their door. 

“ All right ; it’s only me,” said a boyish voice. 

Willie Smith, Mrs. Dunn’s brother, showed himself ; 
a lad of eighteen, comely, like his sister, and very Zod 
natured. Young as he was, Willie had for several years 
supported himself. 

“ Thought I’d just look in and tell you. Got another 
rise. It’s a pound a week now !—and there’s something 
else.” 

He spoke of family affairs, of certain changes which 
would affect his own position and make it necessafy for 
him to find a new abode. 

“‘ Why, you’d better come and live with us,” said Mrs. 
Dunn. ‘ There’s a room to let upstairs, if it would suit 
you. ‘Things would cost you less than anywhere else.” 

The lad stood dubious, Hitherto under the eyes 
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of relatives, he had looked forward with no little satis- 
faction to a life of independence in manly lodgings ; 
his sister’s suggestion disturbed him; he wished to 
put it aside, but knew not how to do so without giving 
offence. Mrs. Dunn again urged the advantages of his 
‘taking a room in this house; she could look after his 
comfort, and (as she said to herself) after his welfare 
in other respects. Being of a pliable disposition, Willie 
swallowed his private objections to the scheme, and all 
three agreed that nothing could be better. 

So, a week later, the family had three members. 
Mrs. Dunn and her brother were absent at work all day ; 
the husband, as usual, betook himself each morning to 
St. Martin’s Lane, ostensibly to search the newspapers 
for a likely advertisement, but in reality to indulge 
the form of idleness which had taken an irresistible hold 
upon him ; to moon for hours over columns and pages of 
print, stupefying himself as with a drug which lulled his 
anxieties, obscured his conscience. 

The presence of a third person at home made it 
easier for him to avoid talking of his perilous situation, 
but in a fortnight’s time, when he had nothing whatever 
to live upon save his wife’s earnings, he was driven by 
very shame to a new confession of hopelessness. It 
was after Willie had left them for the night. 

“How are you managing?” he asked with a timid 
glance at his wife. 

* Oh, it’s all right ; we can just get along.” 

“Yes, but how ? ” 

He insisted, and Maggie with some confusion made 
known to him at length that her brother had saved a few 
pounds, which he was willing to lend them until things 
improved. 
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“He just lets me have a shilling or two as I want 
it. He don’t mind ; he’s a good boy.” 

*€ Look here, Meniie: I can’t stand this,” muttered 
Dunn, genuinely moved. “ It’s a mean thing to do.” 

“But you'll pay it all back. And what else can we do ?” 

“T tell you what,” he exclaimed, “if I don’t earn 
something to-morrow I won’t come ’ome at all. You 
can get along well enough without me. I won’t come 
’ome till I’ve got something in my pocket—I swear I 
won't. 

His voice and aspect alarmed the impressible wife. 
Of late she had observed a growing strangeness in him, 
a lethargy which held him mute, and seemed to weigh 
upon his limbs; he sometimes looked at her with dis- 
quieting eyes, a dull stare as though his wits were leaving 
him. Hearing him speak thus, she had visions of tragic 
calamity ; he would drown himself, or commit ghastly 
suicide on the railway line. With all the animation of 
which she was capable, Maggie exhorted him to be more 
hopeful. When things were at the worst they always 
mended—and so on. Dunn allowed her to soothe him ; 
he promised to come home as usual, even though with 
empty pockets; but his resolve to make some kind of 
effort expressed itself with vehemence. He would be 
idle no longer, even if he had to go and work at the 
docks or sweep a crossing. 

And the next day he did, in fact, take a practical 
step. He applied at a city warehouse for an itinerant 
agency, and, after depositing a small sum (obtained from 
Willie Smith), was allowed to take samples of certain goods, 
for sale on commission. His wife lamented, but Dunn 
was heroically determined. One whole day he spent 
in house-to-house visitation of a likely suburb, and his 
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earnings at the close amounted to fourpence. Well, 
it was a beginning: fourpence is better than nothing. 
On the second morning he set forth again with aching 
limbs and a sinking heart. As it happened, his route led 
him past the doors of a newly-opened Free Library. 
It was like the sight of a public-house to the habitual 
drinker ; he quivered under the temptation, and whipped 
himself forward; but his weary legs were traitorous. The 
reading-room, with its smell of new print, once more 
drugged his conscience, and there he sat until nightfall. 

After this he yielded utterly to his vice. Pretending 
at home that no discouragement should daunt him, 
that he would work on until his agency became remuner- 
ative, he stood every morning before the familiar doors 
in St. Martin’s Lane, and entered with the first rush. 
But now he did not even glance at the advertisements. 
First of all he made for one or other of the journals 
little in demand, and read it through at his ease. On 
certain mornings of the week the illustrated papers were 
his leading attraction ; he darted upon the London News, 
the Graphic, and the rest of them with breathless 
excitement ; and having satisfied his curiosity, could 
relinquish them to others for the next six days, until, 
mere tattered, grimy rags, they gave place to the new 
issue. Knowing the moment when the evening papers 
would arrive, he stood ready to pounce upon this or 
that before anyone could anticipate him. No matter 
the subject, its display in fresh-smelling print sufficed 
to interest him, or, at all events, to hold his eyes ; there 
he stood, spellbound, unresisting, oblivious of everything 
save his gratification in the mere act of reading. 

Upstairs, in the magazine-room, he read through 
everything that did not utterly defy his intelligence, and 
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at the end of an article in one of the grave monthlies he 
would sigh with satisfaction, persuading himself that he 
had enriched his mind. For thus had he now begun to 
justify himself: on his walk home, when conscience 
tried to speak, he replied that he had been “ stuulying,” 
making up for the defects of his education, preparing 
for “something better,” when fortune should put it 
in his way. He wished he could tell his wife and get her 
to approve, but he feared Maggie would not understand 
him. 

Before long it was necessary to avow that the agency 
had proved a failure. 

“Tt won’t do,” he said gravely. “I’m wearing out 
shoe leather. I must have a try at something else. I’ve 
got an idea, but I won’t say anything about it just yet.” 

And he nodded several times with owlish impressive- 
ness. 

Mrs. Dunn and her young brother held private talk. 

“J don’t know what to make of Percy,” she said 
anxiously. ‘“ He doesn’t seem quite right in his ’°ead— 
what do you think ? ” 

“ He’s queer sometimes I, must say.” 

‘And I am so ashamed at taking your money—that 
Iam. It isn’t right—that it isn’t.” 

“Oh, don’t you make any fuss,” answered the good- 
natured lad. “ve got no use for it; I can’t see you 
hard up, canI?” 

Their earnings, put together, amply sufficed for the 
week’s expenses ; and, but for her uneasiness on Dunn’s 
account, Maggie would have found nothing to complain 
of. It relieved her from an increasing apprehension 
when, one evening, her husband came home more like 
his old self, and announced a new project. Having heard 
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by chance that an old acquaintance of his, a fellow-shop- 
man, had started a drapery business at Croydon, he had 
been over there to have a talk, and not without result. 
The Croydon man had no particular need of an assistant, 
but was willing to take Dunn in that capacity, if board 
and lodging were all he asked. 

“ And I’m going,” declared the out-of-work. “ It’s 
better than ’anging about doing nothing. I shall come 
’ome on Saturday night and go back on the Monday 
morning. If the business does well, he’ll be able to 
pay me before long ; and if he can’t I shall have time to 
look out for another place.” 

Maggie agreed that this sort of engagement was 
preferable to none at all, but it would be necessary for 
Dunn to have a new outfit of clothes. He had grown so 
shabby as to be quite unpresentable behind a counter. 
Maggie and her brother managed to find the money for 
this outlay, and in a day or two Dunn took leave of them, 
He possessed not a farthing of his own; the cost of his 
travelling backwards and forwards each week, with other 
small expenditures not to be avoided, would, of course, 
be borne by the faithful two who worked to keep up the 
home. 

“T shall pay you back every penny, boy,” said Dunn 
to his brother-in-law in an outburst of sanguine gratitude. 
“ Mind you keep an account. Make him keep an account 
of every penny we have from him, Maggie. ‘There’s 
better days coming don’t you fear!” 

In the course of the first week he wrote an encouraging 
letter, and late on Saturday night he was welcomed 
back. Undoubtedly he looked better already ; his report 
of the Croydon business was very hopeful. What the 
shop wanted was just the energy and experience which 
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he brought to it; why, Tomlinson admitted that the 
takings had already increased. Though it had never 
been his speciality, Dunn flattered himself that he knew 
better than most men how to dress a window, and 
Tomlinson, already convinced of this, promised him the 
control of that department. Of course in such 4 little 
shop one couldn’t do much in the way of artistic exhibi- 
tion, but one had only to watch the passers-by to see how 
great an improvement had already been effected. Thus, 
while eating the tasty supper provided for him, Dunn 
talked till long after midnight. Next morning, to 
complete the enjoyment of his holiday, he bought 
three Sunday newspapers, and abandoned himself to 
luxurious reading. 

On his next return home, he did not report the serious 
differences which had arisen between him and _ his 
employer in the course of the week; all went well, he 
declared—save that the diet might be improved ; in that 
respect Tomlinson and his wife were rather mean. 
As a matter of fact, Dunn already felt his duties so 
burdensome that he had begun to grumble at not being 
paid, a piece of ingratitude which Mrs. Tomlinson 
not unnaturally resented. “ Words,” had passed be- 
tween the two; moreover, there had been “ words ” 
between Tomlinson and his wife, and Mrs. Tomlinson 
had made up her mind to starve out the intruder. Dunn, 
speedily aware of this female hostility, knew how it 
would end ; there is no holding one’s ground against the 
Mrs. Tomine ins of small drapers’ shops. But not a 
syllable of this was allowed to pass his lips, and on Monday 
morning he went off with a show of excellent spirits. 

By Wednesday things came to a head. There was a 
three-cornered combat. Tomlinson abused Dunn for 
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laziness and incompetence; Mrs. Tomlinson reviled 
her husband for foolish good nature, and the assistant 
for every conceivable fault ; and Dunn fired away at both 
with the recklessness of a man who knows that he has 
nothing to gain by moderation. It ended in the only 
possible way: Dunn, bidden to pack his traps and be 
off, did so with all speed, and at midday was back in 
London. 

His modest luggage he had despatched by the parcel 
delivery company ; unencumbered, and rejoicing in 
recovered freedom, he strolled from Victoria Station up 
to Charing Cross, and thence into St. Martin’s Lane. 
The direction was fatal. Though he had no such 
thing in mind, he became aware that he was passing the 
door of the Free Library ; the old spell seized upon him ; 
he was drawn across the threshold and down the stairs. 
The scent of newspapers, mingled with the odour of 
filthy garments and unwashed humanity, put him beside 
himself with joy ; his nostrils quivered, his eyes sparkled, 
he strode towards the dinner hour throng which pressed 
about the illustrated weeklies. Between musty heads he 
caught a glimpse of the tatters of last Saturday’s London 
News; in five minutes’ time he found his opportunity 
and leapt to the front. 

He ate with strict economy, and hurried back again, 
this time to the upper hall. As usual, it was not easy 
to find a vacant chair. The sight of a labourer fast 
asleep on the pages of the Nineteenth Century roused 
him to indignation; he touched the man, then shook 
him. 

“ Here, I say, you don’t seem to be reading ! ‘i 

“All right, Guv’nor,” growled the individual 
disturbed ; “ you’re welcome.” 
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Dunn seized the chair, turned to the first page of the 
review, and began to read an article on “‘ Hypnotism.” 

Reaching home at supper time, he professed to have 
come straight from Croydon. He made known his 
wrongs, the disgraceful treatment to which he had been 
subjected. ‘ 

“Look here, Maggie, could you stand it? What do 
you advise me to do? Am I to go back and beg them 
to keep me? ” 

“T should think not!” cried the indignant wife. 
** What do you say, Willie ? ” 

“T should chuck it up,” said the lad unconcernedly. 

So on the morrow Dunn resumed his visits to St. 
Martin’s Lane. Week after week went by, and he sat 
reading ; spellbound, hypnotised. Month after month, 
and still he read. Maggie and her brother worked to 
keep up the home. 


OUR LEARNED FELLOW-TOWNSMAN 


Our Learned Fellow-Townsman' 


T was the title that, for some fifteen years, had been 
tacked to the name of Percy Marfleet whenever he 
was mentioned in the local newspapers. Not undeser- 
vedly, for in his knowledge of books he much surpassed 
the leading men of the town, and his life was entirely 
devoted to study. Miss Cloud, the borough member’s 
daughter, who had been at Girton, herself the marvel 
of womanhood in this not altogether benighted region, 
spoke of Mr. Marfleet with respect ; indeed, for the last 
twelvemonth or so it had been generally surmised that 
the friendship between these distinguished persons 
would end in closer alliance—a most interesting and 
delightful prospect. The lady had entered upon her 
twenty-seventh year; Marfleet drew towards forty, 
but preserved the complexion and the carriage of youth. 
For him, such a union would in every way be advan- 
tageous, as, from his way of living, he evidently possessed 
but a modest competence, while Miss Cloud shone as 
the sole heiress of her father’s fortune. 

For a man of parts and ambition, raised above the 
necessity of exerting himself to earn a livelihood, it is 
dangerous, after academic success, to return to his 
native country-town and settle there with the purpose 
of productive study. As a rule, men have no such 
temptation ; Percy Marfleet, whose bent of mind was all 

1Originally published as part of a series entitled Great Men in 
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towards homeliness, and who shrank from the tumult 
of the great world, even while crediting himself with 
power to win distinction, decided after a very brief trial 
of London that he could not do better than go back 
to the scenes of his youth, where kindly notice would 
inspire him, where his health would be at its best, and 
where a modest income would, he imagined, assure him 
a much better status than among strangers. His family 
had a good name in the town; since the death of his 
parents and the marriage of his sister, upon him alone 
lay the duty of keeping the name in honourable promi- 
nence. Moreover, he owned the house in which he had 
been born, where the days of his boyhood had been 
passed. With infinite contentment he read the news- 
paper paragraph which made known that “‘ Mr. Percy 
Marfleet, the son of our late honoured townsman, having 
completed a distinguished career at the University of 
Cambridge,” had returned to the town, and intended 
to make it his permanent abode. 

From his earliest school-prize to the final honours at 
Cambridge, each step of Percy’s progress had been 
chronicled by the local paper. No special brilliance 
appeared in the successive achievements: he had done 
well, nothing more ; but local pride made much of his 
academic record. He was understood to be great in 
“ history ”’ ; to historic study his life would be dedicated ; 
if he ran up to London or to Cambridge, the newspaper 
announced that he was gone for the purpose of ‘f con- 
sulting original documents.” At first, he declined to 
take any part in the affairs of the town, for which he 
had absolutely no leisure; but little by little certain 
honours were thrust upon him, and the satisfaction of 
making little speeches, carefully prepared and no less 
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carefully reported, lured his mind from exclusive 
occupation with the past. At length he could be 
depended upon for an annual lecture at the Literary 
Society, for an address here or there, for the active 
patronage of any enlightened movement—unconnected 
with politics. From strictly municipal business he 
succeeded in holding aloof, his true reason being fear 
of expense; but this prudence notwithstanding, the 
esteem he enjoyed necessarily cost him something in 
coin of the realm, and such demands upon his pocket 
grew heavier and more frequent with the progress of 
time. The day came when Percy had seriously to 
consider his financial position. Seeing no immediate 
way out of the difficulty, and feeling so comfortable 
in his daily life that a complete change could hardly 
be thought of, he insensibly drifted into carelessness 
of the future. And so it came about that, in his thirty- 
eighth year, having long lived upon capital, with steady 
growth of expenditure from Christmas to Christmas, 
he saw before him an inevitable crisis. Income he no 
longer possessed ; merely a sum of money which, even 
with parsimonious management, could last him only a 
short time, and at the present rate of living would 
dissolve with awful rapidity. 

In the way of literary production he had done nothing. 
Years ago he made no secret of his undertaking: the 
work of his life was to be a continuation of Macaulay ; 
latterly he very seldom spoke on this subject, or even 
distantly alluded to it. Since his thirtieth year scarcely 
a jotting had been added to the notes and rough sketches 
previously accumulated. Nowadays he only read, and 
for the most part his reading had no connection with 
historic research. A large library, collected at no 
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small outlay, gathered dust upon the shelves. Expensive 
publications still reached him, simply because he lacked 
the courage to discontinue his subscriptions, and so to 
confess that his one object in life had melted away, 
together with his money. He spent the wonted 
number of hours locked in his study, but more often 
than not a day dragged through in sluggish mooning 
or in the tortures of anxiety. As usual, he pottered 
about the garden; as usual, he paid and received 
visits, attended meetings, made little speeches, helped 
to get up little entertainments of an intellectual cast. 
And no fellow-townsman marked the slightest change in 
him. 

One hope remained ; yet it could hardly be called a 
hope: rather, a troubled imagination of something that 
might have fallen to his lot in happier circumstances. 
Until of late no thoughts of marriage had lured or 
perturbed him ; he cared but moderately for the society 
of women, and, like most men of his temper, kept very 
clearly in view the sacrifices and perils attaching to wed- 
lock ; his pleasant, roomy house, always quiet and fragrant 
under the rule of an excellent domestic, would undergo 
such changes if a mistress entered into possession. For 
all that, there was one woman who often occupied his 
thoughts, and in some degree had power over his 
emotions ; in part because of her social rank, partly 
because of her education, and, last but not least, by 
virtue of her personal charm. Certainly he liked Eveline 
Cloud ; he was flattered by the deference she paid him, 
and felt something very attractive in the modesty with 
which she spoke of her own attainments. By slow 
degrees their intimacy had grown and ripened. At first 
he was slightly afraid of her; the smile ever lurking 
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about her lips seemed to threaten criticism of an 
unfamiliar keenness: who could say what equipment of 
modern views these young ladies brought with them 
from Girton? Gradually he perceived that Eveline’s 
position in the town was somewhat like his own—that 
her prestige rested upon vague report rather than on 
present evidence of learning and ability. He judged 
her intelligent, but certainly not profound. Nor did 
she make parade of erudition ; her tastes seemed decidedly 
simple ; if he mistook not, she preferred the companion- 
ship of her provincial friends to the society she met when 
with her father in London. Her interest in local 
concerns became more pronounced ; she was fervent on 
orthodoxy, and, as years went on, accepted with decision 
her place as leading lady in social or charitable organisa+ 
tions, Personally, Miss Cloud no longer overawed him, 
for he felt that he understood her. Her behaviour to 
him was of such frank friendliness that no wonder their 
acquaintances observed them with a genial smile. 
Marfleet sometimes came away from the house brooding. 
But for his incredible folly, which had brought him 
within sight of disaster he saw no means of repairing, 
might he not reasonably have aspired to a marriage 
which would at once exalt his position and promote 
his happiness? What possibility of it now? The 
secret, of which no one had a suspicion, weighed but the 
more heavily upon his own mind. 

In conversation one day with Miss Cloud, he chanced 
to speak of some political incident in the reign of Queen 
Anne, a point which it seemed to him the historians 
had misunderstood. 

“Have you reached that in your book?” asked 
Eveline, with a glance of interest. 
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His ‘eyes dropped; he was uncomfortably aware of 
that lurking smile about the fresh-coloured lips. 

“In the first rough draft,” he constrained himself to 
answer. And Eveline’s eyes reassured him, so friendly 
were they, so devoid of troublesome curiosity. 

“ Have you never thought, Mr. Marfleet, of publishing 
portions of your work in the periodicals—as some writers 
do?” 

Yes, he had thought of it, and very lately, To be 
sure, no portion of his work was written, but might it 
not be possible to shape out of his notes a few interesting 
chapters, which the reviews would print and pay for? 
Miss Cloud’s happy suggestion had a strong effect upon 
him ; it revived his energies, and for the next few weeks 
he actually engaged in literary composition. He wrote 
a paper of some length, and dispatched it to the editor 
of an important monthly. What was more, so sanguine 
had he become in consequence of this effort, that he 
revealed the matter to Miss Cloud. 

“T am delighted!” was her exclamation—and she 
really looked it. “When do you think it will 
appear ! ” 

“Oh,” he faltered, “impossible to say. Perhaps— 
it might not strike the editor as worth much.” 

“ What! the result of years and years of study! 
That’s impossible.’ And Eveline added: “I have 
noticed, Mr. Marfleet, that you seem rather despondent 
of late.” ‘ 

They were alone on one of the garden terraces, and 
Eveline’s voice had an intonation of peculiar gentleness. 
A more ardent admirer or less scrupulous man would 
have used the opportunity; Marfleet merely grew 
confused. 
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*““Tt’s nothing. I wasn’t aware of its——” 


“1m afraid you work too hard,” sounded in the soft, 
kindly accents. 

“Oh dear no!” He laughed. “I feel perfectly 
well—perfectly.” - 

And, indeed, there was little amiss in his appearance. 
He had a pleasant colour, a clear eye, the excellent teeth 
of a healthy man who did not smoke. For years he had 
gone to bed at eleven o’clock and risen only at nine ; 
he had never fallen short in exercise, ate heartily, and 
found plenty of amusement. It would take a long time 
before mental distress such as he was now suffering 
wrote itself upon his countenance. No one thought it 
unnatural for Miss Cloud to take an interest in Mr. 
Marfleet ; decidedly he was a personable man, well set 
up, well featured, and always carefully dressed. Eveline, 
for her part, could not be called handsome ; but for her 
position, suitors would hardly have singled her from a 
group of amiable-looking young women. Yet the good 
blood in her veins, the kindly, intelligent light of her 
eyes, and that lurking smile, wrought durable bonds 
for the heart of any man once thoroughly subdued to 
their charm. 

Not long after this conversation, Miss Cloud went 
with her father to Town, where she remained for more 
than three months. For nearly the same period Percy 
Marfleet lived in uncertainty as to the fate of his historical 
essay, and the time passed drearily enough. When 
Eveline’s return grew near he resolved to make inquiry 
of the silent editor, and a speedy reply put an end to 
his suspense. The editor regretted that he could not 
make use of Mr. Marfleet’s interesting paper, which he 
now sent back. It was a blow to Marfleet, and after a 
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few days spent in recovering from dizziness, the poor 
fellow took a dark resolve. 

While he still had a little money left he would go to 
London, and there, as a literary man at anyone’s disposal, 
face the struggle for existence. 

No need to make known his intention to the old friends. 
His departure should be explained as a temporary removal 
to London for purposes of study. In a month or so 
he could write that circumstances obliged him to stay 
in Town for an indefinite period ; his library should be 
sent up as if for use, but really for sale; and the house 
there would be no difficulty in letting for some fifty 
pounds a year—just enough, if the worst came to the 
worst, to save him from destitution. Of course, he 
must break the habits and the connections of a lifetime ; 
unless he were so fortunate as to establish himself in a 
decent literary career, of which he had painfully little 
hope. The probability was that he would come to be 
thankful for hack work at the British Museum, such as 
he himself had occasionally employed a poor devil to 
do, ere yet the day of evil dawned on his life. 

The resolve taken, he bore up manfully. All he had 
to do before actually leaving the town was to go through 
his papers, destroying and packing, and meanwhile to 
wear the accustomed face. Not a soul suspected him. 
He even took the chair at the annual meeting of the 
Literary Society, and made a speech which was con- 
sidered brilliant. Not the faintest hint that he might 
be obliged to sever his connection with this and other 
local organisations. Two days later “our learned 
fellow-townsman ” was reported as usual in the borough 
press, with wonted encomium; and Marfleet smiled 
dolefully as he glanced at the familiar column. 
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_ He knew the day of Miss Cloud’s return ; the day before 
would see his departure. To meet her, and answer 
questions about his historical essay, was a humiliation 
he could not endure. Doubtless, she had mentioned 
the matter to other people, and this disaster alone would 
have been all but sufficient to drive him into exile. How 
foolish to have spoken of his attempt! But it was all 
one, now. On the last day he sat hour after hour in 
his study, totally unoccupied, his mind a miserable 
blank ; he sat till late at night, and on going to bed had 
but snatches of unrefreshing sleep. Early next morning, 
when only the humbler classes of the townsfolk were 
about, a cab conveyed him to the station. His servants 
understood that he would be away for two or three 
weeks—nothing more. When the moment came for 
breaking up the establishment, he must rely upon his 
sister, or her husband, resident a few miles out of the 
town, to transact the necessary business for him. Before 
midday he arrived in London, and went first of all to 
an hotel where he was known; but before nightfall he 
had searched for and settled upon a lodging ; modest, 
as befitted his humble prospects. ‘The address, however, 
was not such as would excite surprise when communicated 
to his friends. 

Oddly enough, the next day brought him an access 
of cheerful, even sanguine spirits. ‘Though late in 
December, the weather was remarkably bright ; he walked 
about the streets with a revival of bodily vigour, and saw 
his position from quite a changed point of view. After 
all, was not this supposed calamity the very best thing 
that could have befallen him? Down yonder he was 
merely rusting, sinking into premature old age; here, 
“in streaming London’s central roar,” his energies 
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would rise to the demand upon them. Pooh! as if such 
a man as he could not make a place for himself in literary 
life! There were at least two or three old college 
friends with whom he might renew intimacys—men 
pretty well to the front in various callings, and more 
likely than not able to be of use to him. He had done 
most unwisely in neglecting those early acquaintances. 
Nay—he saw it now—he ought never to have made his 
home in that dull little country town, where ignorant 
flattery and facile triumphs fostered all the weaknesses 
of his temperament. Heaven be thanked, he was not 
yet forty, and his resources would last till he had got 
an independent footing. Ho, ho! How many a poor 
devil would be glad to exchange positions with him ! 
This mood lasted for about a week; a long time, 
considering that Marfleet lived alone in lodgings, and 
permitted his landlady to supply him with meals. But 
he was sustained by the renewal of acquaintance with 
two of those old friends of his, who really seemed quite 
glad to meet him again, and asked him to dinner, and 
talked as men do whom the world has provided with 
store of goods. ‘To these men he by no means revealed 
the truth, but fell into their complacent tone, and spoke 
for the most part as if all were well with him. The second 
week saw him meditative, and inclined to solitude— 
which he had so little difficulty in securing. He now 
reproved himself for having struck a false note with 
his genial friends ; it would be doubly hard to ask ‘their 
advice or assistance. The weather, too, had turned 
to normal wretchedness, and his rooms were cold, dark, 
depressing. He began to suffer from indigestion, the 
natural result of his landlady’s meals. Then a bilious 
headache and a severe catarrh simultaneously seized 
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upon him ; he could not go out, and just as little could 
think of inviting anyone to come and see him in his 
dreary durance. 

Recovered from these transitory ills, he saw the solid 
features of his situation in a gloomier light than ever. 
It was folly to postpone the decisive step ; he must 
dismiss his servants, sell his library, let the dear old 
home as soon as possible. He tried to write the fateful 
letter, but his hand dropped. ‘There came a moment 
when, as he sat by the alien fireside, bitter thoughts were 
too much for him, and his eyes filled with despairing 
tears. 

Percy Marfleet lived thus for a month. Day by day 
home-sickness ate into his heart ; day by day the great, 
roaring, fog-choked City crushed his soul and became 
unutterably hateful. In imagination he visited the 
beloved house, sat in his library, walked about his garden ; 
heard the voices of companionable men and women, 
above all, the voice of Eveline Cloud ; took the chair at 
the Literary Institute, listened to friendly proposals 
that he should stand for this or that ward at the next 
municipal elections. What a Christmas he had passed ! 
And how delightful it always was, the Christmas of old 
times! And so it came to pass that, on a day, he found 
himself at the railway station ; in one hand a travelling- 
bag, clasped in the other a ticket for his native town. 
Why he was going back, he knew not; enough that he 
was booked and would see his home again this very night. 

He reached it at nine o’clock. He rang a merry peal 
at the front door, and, when the door opened, had much 
ado not to embrace his honest, smiling housekeeper. 

“No, no, Mrs. Robinson ; it’s all right. I didn’t 
send notice—had to come unexpectedly. And how are 


A Victim of Circumstances 284 


you, eh? Cold night—ab, but how good the air tastes ! 
Fire in the study, is there? Splendid? Something 
to eat—hungry—ha, ha, ha!” 

Mrs. Robinson felt a strange suspicion. She had 
never known her master to exceed becoming limits in 
the matter of strong drink; but really. And he 
had such an unaccountable look; dark eyes; sunken 
cheeks ; utterly unlike himself. At his supper, too, he 
drank a great deal of bottled beer; after it he called 
joyously for whisky. And there he sat until long after 
midnight, singing to himself snatches of old songs. 

The next morning—it was frosty and bright—he went 
forth, walked through the town, greeted cheerily such 
friends as he chanced to encounter. As though bent on 
a country walk, he crossed the bridge and passed at his 
usual brisk pace through the suburb of mean little houses ; 
from the highway beyond he struck into a field path, 
and by way of a great semicircle drew towards the point 
he had in mind, which he might have reached in a quarter 
of the time by starting on another route. He was going 
to call upon Miss Cloud. With what purpose, he did not 
try to make clear to himself ; he must see Eveline ; that 
was the immediate necessity of a life which had lost all 
conscious self-direction. 

Mr. Cloud’s residence, built but a few years ago, stood 
amid a young plantation, and at this time of the year 
had a chilly aspect. As he walked up the shrub-bordered 
drive, Marfleet felt a misgiving, and when his hand was 
on the bell he asked himself abruptly why he had come ; 
but the speedy opening of the door gave him no time to 
answer the question. Miss Cloud, as he knew, was at 
present living alone, unless there happened to be some 
female relative in the house, for her father had gone 
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to London again after the Parliamentary recess. As a 
matter of course he was straightway led to the drawing- 
room, and in a moment Eveline joined him. 

“ How delightful, Mr. Marfleet! I was just wishing 
that I could see you, but had no idea you were back again. 
Will you come into the library? There’s a bit of crabbed 
old law-Latin I can’t understand at all——” 

For some time Eveline had been making a study of 
the antiquities of the town, and in her last conversation 
with Marfleet she had laughingly suggested that they 
should collaborate on a local history. By good luck (he 
trembled with apprehension) the man of learning was 
able to solve this present difficulty, and the feat exhil- 
arated him ; his countenance became that of one who had 
not a care in the world. 

“You have been a long time in London,” said Eveline, 
with one of her shy glances. Alone with Marfleet, 
she always looked rather shy, however spirited her 
talk. 

“ Yes—a month or so. And I think I must go back 
again. In fact, Miss Cloud, I have all but made up my 
mind to live there altogether.” 

The announcement startled her so much that she 
looked at him in silence—looked at him for a moment 
fixedly. Marfleet was swaying on his feet and twisting 
his hands together behind him; he talked on with 
nervous rapidity and vigour. 

“ The truth is, I’m not getting on so well with my work 
‘as I ought to be. For a long time—it’s a shameful con- 
fession—I have been shockingly idle. Do you think our 
climate is just a trifle relaxing? Pm afraid I must take 
a decided step; really, I’m afraid I must. After all, 
London is the place for work; don’t you think so? 
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In the country one has so many temptations to indolence. 
I mean x 

He grew confused, and began to swallow his words. 

“I can quite understand,” said Eveline in a low voice 
as she stood before him with head bent, “ that you feel 
the need of—of more intellectual society. You must 
find us very dull.” 

“No, no, no!” he exclaimed in agitation. “I meant 
nothing of the kind. The society is delightful. I was 
thinking of the—the libraries and that kind of thing— 
the general atmosphere of o 

“T quite understand.” Eveline was eager to justify 
him. “For a serious student the advantages of 
London are very great. Of course, I am very sorry, 
but ie 

A crisis of nervous torture drove the man to plain 
speech. 

“Miss Cloud, the matter is more serious than you 
could suspect. You remember the paper I wrote—for 
the Review ? It was rejected.” 

The word seemed to echo from every surface of the 
room. Eveline stood motionless, and durst not raise 
her eyes. 

“You can imagine how that affected me,” he rushed 
on, with hot cheeks. “It made me aware of my cul- 
pable folly. Miss Cloud, you say that I must feel the 
society of your town dull. Oh, if you will believe 
me, how gladly I would live here for the rest of my days ! 


This is my home; I love it. London will always be a 


miserable exile. If you knew how I felt last night 
on coming back! If I could but stay here, and lead the 
same quiet, happy life “ 

His voice grew thick, and he had to pause. Eveline 
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looked at him with gentle surprise, and her breath came 
quickly as she spoke. 

“ You feel it a duty to use your great gifts 

“T will tell you the whole wretched truth. I cannot 
stay here. I have been living like a simpleton—spending 
twice my income. I must go to London to earn a 
living. There, now, that is what I came this morning 
to tell you.” 

And he laughed as if it were an excellent joke. 

“ Mr. Marfleet 2 

Even on those lips his name had never sounded so 
pleasantly. He gazed at her and waited. 

“ Don’t you think,” she proceeded, with diffidence 
yet with courage, “that it’s a great pity for towns like 
ours to lose all their most capable men? Wouldn’t 
it be much better if—such a man as yourself were to 
stay, and use his talents in the service of the place he 
loves and the people he cares for? We are so much in 
want of a higher type of mind ——” 

“ Ah, if it were possible! I regret bitterly that~I 
did not enter into the life of the town in earnest, years 
and years ago.” 

Eveline’s smile came from its lurking-place, and made 
sunny all her sweet countenance. 

“You would have been mayor by now. And think 
how much better for all of us!” 

“TJ would give years of my life,” exclaimed Marfleet, 
“if that could be!” 

“ Ts it really impossible ? ” 

Their eyes met. Eveline, sister to the rose, trembled 
as if on the verge of happy laughter. Marfleet, his 
face radiant yet ashamed, tried vainly to speak. 

“ Who knows of your difficulties ?” she asked softly. 
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“ Not a soul but you.” 

She did not laugh, but again seemed scarce able to help 
it. Marfleet’s hand stole forth and was met half-way. 

“We will write the history of our town!” broke 
joyously from his lips. 


FLEET-FOOTED HESTER 


: We aed 2 
Wh ots i id, ; 


Fleet-footed Hester 


SHE was born and bred in Hackney—the third child of 
a burly, thick-witted soldier, who had married 
without leave. Her mother, a thin but wiry woman, 
took in washing, and supported the family. At sixteen, 
Hester had a splendid physique : strangers imagined her 
a fine girl of nineteen or twenty. It was then she ceased 
running races with the lads in London Fields, for she 
was engaged to John Rayner, a foreman at the gasworks. 

In spite of her petticoats—she would not wear a 
frock that fell much below the ankle—Hester could beat 
all but the champion runner of that locality ; the average 
youth had no chance against her. Running was her 
delight and glory. At the short distance she made capital 
records, and for “ stay ” she could have held her own 
in a public school paper-chase. 

Of course John Rayner put an end to all that. It was 
her running, witnessed by chance when they were 
strangers to each other, that excited him to an uneasy 
interest. He made inquiries, sought out her parents, 
wooed, won a provisional assent ; there was an under- 
standing, however, that she should run no more, at 
all events, in places of public resort. Rayner’s salary 
came to about two hundred a year; when he married 
he would take a house of his own ; his wife must conform 
to the rules of civilisation. Hester willingly agreed, 
for, though she manifested no strong attachment, 
large prospects decidedly appealed to. her, and she 
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rejoiced in the envious admiration of girls who could not 
hope for a lover with more than thirty shillings a week. 

Moreover, he was a man to be proud of. It would 
have been a calamity had Hester plighted her troth to 
some whipper-snapper of a clerk or artisan, some mortal 
of poor blood and stinted stature. John Rayner was 
her male complement: a stalwart fellow, six feet or 
close upon it, of warm complexion, keen eye, independent 
bearing. Intellectually, altogether her superior, but a 
man of the open air, companionable, full of animal 
passions, little disposed to use his brains in the way 
of improving a very haphazard education. As a lad he 
had run away from home—somewhere in the North— 
and he throve well simply because he did not become a 
reprobate ; for John there was no medium. For him, 
to fall in love meant something beyond the conception of 
common men. His fiery worship puzzled Hester, who 
as yet was by no means ripe for respondent passion. 

She looked what she was, a noble savage. Her speech 
was the speech of Hackney, but on her lips it lost its 
excessive meanness, and became a fit expression of an 
elementary, not a degraded, mind. At school she had 
learnt little or nothing, yet idleness, in her case, seemed 
compatible with purity ; an unconscious reserve kept her 
apart from the loose-tongued girls of the neighbourhood. 
She respected her body, was remarkable for cleanliness, 
aimed in attire at ease and decency, never at display. 
It was but rarely that she laughed ; the sense of htmour 
seemed quite lacking in her. But no one lived from day 
to day with more vigour of enjoyment. She had the 
appetite of a ploughboy. Notwithstanding her neglect 
of cheap triumphs, a vigorous ambition ruled her life. 
She boasted of John Rayner’s four pounds a week because 
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it seemed to her a very large income indeed ; she liked 
the man because he seemed to her much stronger, and 
better-looking, and more authoritative than other men 
with whom she came in contact. 

For half a year all went fairly well. Hester had worked 
at a pickle-factory, but Rayner, disapproving of this, 
secretly paid her mother an equivalent of the wages, 
that she might be kept at home. An elder sister, who 
had hitherto helped in the laundry, went out to work, 
and Hester took her place ; not a very good arrangement, 
for the girl would not trouble herself to starch and iron 
skilfully ; but it was only for a short time. At seventeen 
Hester was to be married. 

Then befell a calamity. Challenged to run against a 
lad who boasted himself to be somewhat in the race-course, 
Hester could not resist the temptation. Late one even- 
ing she stole forth and ran the race—and was defeated. 
Soon hearing of this breach of their agreement, John 
Rayner came down in wrath. Had Hester been victorious 
~ in her contest, she might have bowed the head and asked 
pardon ; mortification made her stubborn and resentful 
of chiding. There was a quarrel, of characteristic 
vigour on both sides, and for a week the two kept apart. 
The good offices of Hester’s mother brought them 
together again, but John was not his old self; he had 
become suspicious, jealous. Presently he began to make 
inquiries concerning one Albert Batchelor, who seemed 
to be much at the house. He objected to this young 
man—a paper-hanger’s assistant, smelling of hair-oil 
and of insolence. Hester wrathfully defended the 
acquaintance: she had known Albert Batchelor all her 
life: his object, if any at all, was to make love to her 
sister; Mr. Rayner must be a little less of an autocrat, 
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notwithstanding his place at the gasworks and his ample 
pay. Language of this kind brought the blood into 
John’s face ; there was a second conflict, more vigorous 
than the former. Hester tore the ring from her finger, 
and flung it to the ground—they were in Victoria Park. 

“Tike it, and tike yerself off!” she exclaimed, with 
magnificent scorn, “I don’t want nothin’ to do with a 
man like you.” 

“Tm glad to hear it,” was the furious answer. “ It’s 
very certain you won’t do for me! Just send me back 
my letters, and—and anything else you’ve no use for.” 

“T’ll very soon do that! And never show your bad- 
tempered face again near our ’ouse.” 

John turned his back and marched away. His letters 
and presents were returned—in a very ill-made parcel— 
and the rupture seemed final. 

“You're a fool, that’s what you are!” observed 
Hester’s mother. ‘‘ Now you may go to the pickles 
ag’in, and let your sister come back to the work as she 
didn’t ought never to have left.” 

“Tl go precious quick, and glad of it!” Hester 
made retort. : 

But she ran no more races and perceptibly a change 
had come over her. Old friends gave place to new girls 
of more pretentious stamp than those Hester had formerly 
chosen. She dressed with corresponding increase of 
showiness, began to frequent the Standard Theatre 
whenever she had money to spare, and “ carried* on ” 
with various young men. About this time her father 
died, which, on the whole, was a fortunate event, for 
he had grown of late too fond of rum, and might soon 
have been a serious burden upon the household which he 
had never exerted himself to assist. John Rayner heard 
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the news, and one evening managed to encounter Hester 
in a street near her home. He spoke kindly, gently, but 
the girl answered only a few cold words and went her way. 

A week later he saw her on Hackney Downs with Albert 
Batchelor. She was laughing noisily—a thing John had 
never known her do. 

One night Hester stayed out so late that her mother 
threatened chastisement if the offence were repeated. 
That threat brought about another crisis in the girl’s life. 
She left home, took lodgings for herself, and henceforth 
held little communication with her family. 

For a space of two years John Rayner spoke not a word 
to the girl he loved, and in the meanwhile his circum- 
stances underwent a notable change. First of all, 
owing to outrageous fits of temper, he was dismissed 
from his place as foreman; his employers offered him 
work in the carpenter’s shop, a notable degradation. 
At first John scornfully refused, and left the works 
altogether ; but in a few days—extraordinary thing in 
so proud a man—he returned as though humbled ; he 
was willing to accept the inferior employment. Again 
he got into trouble, this time through drink; he was 
reduced to the smith’s shop, and bore the disgrace with- 
out murmuring. Time went on; one day John fought 
with a fellow workman, and behaved like a wild beast. 
He had the choice given hinr of leaving the works alto- 
gether or “going to the heap.” To go to the heap 
signified to labour as a loader of coke. John accepted his 
debasement, went to the heap, and toiled among the 
roughest men, making himself as one of them. He drank, 
and seemed to glory in the fate that had come upon 
him. To all appearances he was now a sturdy black- 
guard, coarse of language, violent in demeanour. He 
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terrorised his companions ; with him it was a word and a 
blow. His comely face had lost its tint of robust health ; 
he wore grimy rags ; his home was anywhere and nowhere. 

Now of all these things Hester was well aware. , An old 
friend of hers, a girl married at sixteen and widowed at 
twenty, knew John Rayner, and from time fo time 
talked with him ; this Mrs. Heffron assiduously reported 
to Hester each calamitous step in John’s history. 

“Tt’s all because of you,” she kept repeating. “If 
you was a girl with a ’art you’d go an’ make it up with 
the poor man.” 

“Me! A likely thing!” 

“ He’s awfully fond of you.” 

“ How d’you know?” asked Hester, indifferently. 

“?Cos he always says he don’t care for you not a bit.” 

This, to be sure, was evidence. Hester mused, but 
would not discuss the matter. She talked a good deal 
just now of Albert Batchelor, whose employment kept 
him in South London, so that she saw him very seldom. 

In the summer of this year Hester was just nineteen 3 
she and Mrs. Heffron went one Sunday morning into 
Victoria Park, taking it in turns to push a perambulator 
which contained the young widow’s two-year-old child. 
At one point of their walk they passed a man who lay 
asleep on the grass; Hester went by without noticing 
him, but Mrs. Heffron, suddenly casting back a glance, 
exclaimed in surprise 

“Why, that’s Mr. Rayner!” : 

Her companion stopped and looked. John lay 
in profound slumber, head on arm. He had dressed 
himself decently this morning and was clean. For 
nearly a minute Hester gazed at him, then made a 
summoning motion and went on, 
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“A precious good job I didn’t marry ’im!” she 
said. 

“Tt’s all your fault, Hetty,” replied the other, looking 
back. 

“No, it ain’t. He’d have come low, anyway. He 
ain’t half a man.” 

Albert Batchelor proposed marriage to Hester for the 
third time, but she would give him no definite reply. 
That she encouraged him was not to be doubted. This 
autumn he spent a good deal of time in her company : 
she allowed him to say what he liked, and constantly 
smiled, but a characteristic reserve appeared in her 
replies—when she made any. Frequently Hester spoke 
scarce twenty words in the course of an hour’s walk. In 
fact, a strange silence had fallen upon her life, and she 
shunned ordinary companionship. Her temper was 
occasionally violent, but the old ardours never appeared 
in her; she had quite ceased to talk of her feats as a 
runner. In beauty, however, she had by no means 
fallen off ; her lithe frame seemed to have reached the 
perfection of development, and her face had more 
expressiveness, consequently more charm, than when it 
was wont to be flushed with the fervour of physical 
contest. No one attacked Hester’s reputation; her 
talk was still pure, and to all appearances she went 
fancy-free. 

On an evening of September, Batchelor and she walked 
in a quiet road not far from her lodgings. Few people 
passed them, but presently they were both aware that 
an acquaintance approached, no other than John Rayner. 
He wore the coarse clothes in which he worked “ at the 
heap.” Hester fixed her eyes upon him; he saw her, 
but would not look, and carelessly he went by. 
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“Will you let him insult me like that?” said the 
girl, in a hard voice, the moment after John had passed. 

“Insult you? What did he do?” 

“Why, he looked at me as insultin’ as he tould— 
you must a’seen it. You’re a nice man to walk with 
anyone ! ” 

Her face was hot ; she stood still, pointing after John’s 
figure. 

“Tt isn’t the first time, neither,” she added, with 
breathless rapidity. ‘If you let him go off like that I’ll 
never speak to you again ! ” 

Mr. Batchelor was not exactly a combative man, 
though he had serviceable thews, and on occasion could 
face the enemy. ‘The present affair annoyed him for he 
suspected that Hester had either imagined or invented 
the insult from Rayner ; perhaps she wished to see John 
punished for the sake of old times. For an instant he 
hesitated. . 

“Coward!” cried the girl, with a face of bitter 
contempt. 

That was more than Batchelor could endure. 

“ Hoigh!” he shouted, running after Rayner, who 
had reached a distance of twenty yards. “ Hoigh, 
you !—jist stop, will you ? ” 

The other turned in astonishment. 

“ Are you speaking to me ?” 

“Yis, Lem. What d’ye mean by insultin’ this young 
lydy ? She says you looked at her insultin’ and it ain’t 
the first time neither. You jist come along ’ere an’ 
apologise.” 

John gazed at the speaker in bewilderment, then at 
Hester, who had moved a few steps this way. 

“She says I’ve insulted her ? ” 
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“Mind who you're calling she. Why, you're at it 
again, a turnin’ up yer nose——” 

“If you say another word to me,” said John fiercely, 
“ Tl leave you no nose to twist. Fool!” 

He turned away, but at the same moment received a 
smart blow on the side of the face. 

“That’s your game, is it?” John remarked, again 
glancing towards Hester, who was leaning slightly 
forward, with eager gaze. ‘Look out for yourself, 
then ! ” 

His coat was off, and in less than a minute Albert 
Batchelor measured his length on the pavement. There 
sounded from the spectator of the fight a short mocking 
laugh. Up again, not much the worse, her champion 
made excellent play with his fists : blood was on Rayner’s 
cheek. Unable to plant another knock-down blow, 
John had still the best of it. Crash, and crash again, 
sounded his slogging hits. At length he damaged his 
opponent’s front teeth and brought him to his knees, 

‘Had enough, you fool ? ” he asked. 

Three or four people had assembled, and others were 
rushing up. A window in the nearest house flew open ; 
women’s voices were heard. The light of a lamp, 
shining full on Hester, showed her watching with fierce 
delight. . 

“ T wouldn’t give in, if I was you,” she cried, tauntingly, 
to Batchelor. 

Nor did he. The gathering crowd made it impossible. 
Another round was fought ; it took, perhaps, two minutes, 

_and, in that space of time, Batchelor received so severe 
a thrashing that he tottered to the house steps, and sank 
there, helpless. 

“Don’t try it on again, young fellow,” was John’s 
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parting advice, as he took up his coat and hustled through 
the throng. 

At the same moment Hester went off in the 
opposite direction, an exulting smile in her, eyes. 
Albert Batchelor never again sought her society. 

On reaching home, Hester lit her lamp—it revealed a 
scrubby little bedroom with an attic window—took 
off her hat and jacket, and deliberately lay down on the 
bed. She lay there for an hour or more, gazing at 
nothing, smiling, her lips moving as though she talked 
to herself. At eleven o’clock she rose, put on her hat, 
and once more left the house. She walked as far as 
the spot where the fight had taken place. It was very 
quiet here, and very gloomy. A policeman approached 
and she spoke to him. 

**P’liceman, can you tell me ’ow fur it is from ’ere 
to the corner of Beck Street ? ” she pointed. 

“Cawn’t say exactly. Five ’undred yards, dessay.” 

* Will you toime me while I run it there and back ? ” 

The man laughed and made a joke, but in the end 
he consented to time her. Hester poised herself for a 
moment on her right foot, then sprang forward. She 
flew through the darkness and flew back again. 

“Four minutes, two second,” said the policeman. 
* Not bad, Miss ! ” 

“Not bad? So that’s all! Find me the girl as 
can do it better.” 

And she ran off in high spirits. ‘ 

A few days after, as she came out of the pickle factory, 
Mrs. Heffron met her with an item of news. John 
Rayner had left the gasworks, and, what was more, had 
resolved to leave England. He was going to the Cape; 
might be off in a week’s time, 
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“‘ What’s that to me ? ” said Hester, snappishly. 

“ Tf I was you I wouldn’t let a man like that go abroad. 
Mrs. Crow’s ’usband went to the Cape, and they’ve 
never heard of him again to this day.” 

“He may go to the devil for all I care,” rejoined 
Hester, with unusual violence of phrase. And she 

walked away without heeding her friend. 

They met again before long. Mrs. Heffron’s child was 
very ill; the mother had nursed it two days and two 
nights ; she was worn out, and sent for Hester. The 

girl made herself useful, and promised to sit up half the 
night whilst Mrs. Heffron slept in a room which her 
landlady put at her disposal. 

“ve ’ed a letter from Mr. Rayner to-day,” said the 
widow, in an exhausted voice, as they sat by the child’s bed. 

“cc Oh ! 99 

“ He’s goin’ to-morrow. From Waterloo, first train 
in the morning.” 

“ Best thing he can do, dessay.” 

Mrs. Heffron took the crumpled letter out of her 
pocket and gazed at it. 

“My God!” she exclaimed mournfully. “If it 
was me, Hetty, he wouldn’t go.” 

Hester flashed a look at the thin face, pallid with 
fatigue. She said nothing ; her eyes fell in abashment. 

It was seven o’clock. Hester said she would go home 
for an hour, then return and watch over the child while 
the mother slept. But intsead of going home, she 
walked to the nearest railway-station, which was 
Hackney Downs, and there, at the booking office, she 
put a question to the clerk. 

“‘ What’s the first train from Waterloo in the mornin’, 
please ?” 


A Victim of Circumstances 302 


“ Main line ? ” 

*’'To go to the Cape.” 

The clerk laughed. 

“Southampton, I suppose you mean, then, or 
Plymouth. Five-fifty ; ten minutes to six.” 

With this information, she presently returned to 
Mrs. Heffron’s lodging. It was arranged between them 
that Hester should sit up until two o’clock ; the mother 
would then take her place. Mrs. Heffron placed a watch 
on the mantelpiece, that her friend might call her, if 
necessary, when the time came. And at eight Hester 
seated herself, understanding perfectly what she had to 
do from time to time for the little sufferer. 

Till midnight the child kept moaning and _ tossing 
onits bed. A dose of medicine given at that hour seemed 
to be of soothing effect. By half-past twelve all was 
quiet. Hester found the time go very slowly, for her 
mind was as feverish as the body of her little patient. 
One o’clock was striking ; another hour 

How had it happened? From complete wakefulness 
she had sunk into profound sleep, without warning. 
It was the child’s voice that wakened her, reproaching 
her conscience. She ran to the watch, and saw with 
great relief that it was only half-past two. Mrs. Heffron 
must still be sleeping, poor thing. At any other time 
Hester would have let her sleep on, but now she was 
eager to get away. Half-past two—ten minutes to six; 
abundant time, but she must get away. . 

She called the mother, and told her what hour it was. 
They talked for a few minutes, then, with a promise to 
look in again that evening, Hester left the house. 

Dark, and a cold morning ; happily, no rain. Hester 
ran home, admitted herself with a latch-key, went 
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silently up into her bedroom, and hurriedly made a 
change of dress. She put on her best things; a nice 
black straw hat, just purchased for the winter; a warm 
jacket, which showed the grace of her figure; a serge 
skirt ; round her neck a boa of feathers, cheap imitation 
of a fashionable adornment. Then she stole forth 
again. It must be about three. 

Deeply absorbed in her tumultuous thoughts, she 
walked at a quick pace as far as the crossing of City Road 
and Old Street. Here she spoke to a policeman, and 
asked him which direction she had better take for 
Waterloo Station. The reply was that she couldn’t do 
better than go straight on to the Bank, then turn west- 
ward, and so to the Strand. 

Very well; would he tell her what time it was? 
Just upon twenty-five minutes past five. 

She staggered as though he had struck her. T'wenty- 
five minutes past five? Then Mrs. Heffron’s watch 
had stopped. She saw in a flash of miserable enlighten- 
ment the misfortune that had befallen her. 

“ But,” she panted, “I must be at Waterloo by ten 
minutes to six.” 

“You can’t,” replied the policeman stoldily—“ unless 
you take a cab.” 

She felt in her pockets. Not a penny. In changing 
her dress she had left her purse behind ; and she remem- 
bered that it contained only a few coppers. 

“ How far is it?” 

“ A matter of three miles,”’ was the leisurely answer. 
Five-and-twenty minutes: three miles. Without a 
word, without a look, Hester set off at her utmost speed. 

Before reaching Finsbury Square, she pulled the boa 
from her neck, unbuttoned her jacket, loosely knotted 
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the boa round her waist. As she came out into the open 
space between the Bank and the Mansion House, a clock 
pointed to one minute past the half-hour. She knew 
that it was now a straight run to the street whieh led 
out of the Strand towards Waterloo Bridge. But she 
must be prudent; agitation had made her heart beat 
violently ; her breath came in painful pants ; a “ stitch ” 
in the side, and it would be all over with her. 

So along the Poultry, along Cheapside, she ran with 
self-restraint, yet quickly, her hands clutched at her sides. 
Clanging hoofs upon the asphalt suggested to her that 
she might get a lift, but it was only a parcels-post van, the 
driver perched high above his flaring lanterns; it soon 
outstripped her. On she sped between the tall, silent 
houses, the closed shops. Only one or two pedestrians 
saw her, and they turned in curiosity as she bounded by. 

At the crossing from Cheapside into St. Paul’s Church- 
yard a policeman, caped and with bull’s-eye at his belt, 
put himself sharply in her way. 

“What’s up? Where are you going ? ” 

Hester would have flown past, but a heavy hand 
arrested her. The constable insisted on explanations, 
and she sobbed them out all the time trying to tear 
herself away. 

“Waterloo—the first train—ten minutes to six— 
someone goin’ awa as 

The bull’s-eye searched her face—bloodless, perspiring 
—and pried about her body. ; 

“Let me go, Sir! Oh, let me go!” 

She had lost two or three minutes, but was free again. 
Like a spirit of the wind, the wind itself blowing fiercely 
along with her from the north-east—she swept round 
the great Cathedral, and saw before her the descending 
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lights of Ludgate Hill. How grateful she was for the 
downward slope! Her breath, much easier just when 
the policeman stopped her, had again become troubled 
with the heart-throbs of fear. At Ludgate Circus there 
came out from Blackfrairs a market-cart, which turned 
westward, going to Covent Garden. 

“Will you give me a lift ? ” she called out to the man 
who drove it. 

Imprudent, perhaps; she might run quicker; but 
Fleet Street looked like a mountain before her. The 
man pulled up in a dawdling way, and began to gossip, 
Hester leapt to a seat beside him, and urged him on. 

There was sudden revelation of busy life. She knew 
nothing of the newspaper trade; it astonished her to 
see buildings aflare with electric light ; carts drawn up in 
a long row, side by side, along the pavement ; trucks 
laden with huge bales; men labouring as if minutes 
meant life or death, as they did to her; for she felt that 
if she missed the train, if John Rayner were whirled away 
from her into the unknown, there would be nothing left 
to live for. 

“ Can’t you go quicker ? ” she said feverishly. 

The man asked questions; he was a chatterbox. 
Presently a big clock before her, that of the Law Courts, 
pointed, like the hand of fate, to twenty minutes before 
the hour. Oh! she could run quicker now that she had 
her breath again. Without a word she sprang down, 
fell violently on her hands and knees, was up and off. 
Moisture upon her hands—blood, the street-lamp 
showed. But the injury gave no pain. 

The cart kept up with her ; she would have burst the 
sinews of her heart rather than let it pass. 

St. Clement Danes—the Strand. Here men were 
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washing the road, drenching it with floods of water from ~ 


a hose. Another great place of business, with bales 
flung about, men furiously at work, carts waiting or 
clattering away. She passed it like an arrow, and on, 
and on. 

Somerset House—Wellington Street—the lights of 
Waterloo Bridge. 

Again a policeman looked keenly at her, stepped for- 
ward. She shrieked to him, “ The train! The train!” 
and he did not pursue. From the river a fierce wind 
smote upon her, caught her breath. Had she looked 
eastward she would have seen the dome of St. Paul’s 
black against a red rift in the sky. ‘To-day the sun rose 
at a few minutes past six ; dawn was breaking. 

Many workmen were crossing the bridge, and carts 
rattled in both directions. Her breast seemed bound 
with iron; her throat was parched ; her temples throbbed 
and anguished. Quicker—but she could not, she could 
not! Men were staring after her, and some shouted. 
She saw the station now; she was under the bridge. 
A railway servant, hurrying on before her, turned as she 
overtook him. 

“The train—which way ? ” she gasped. 

“Five-thirty ? All right ; you’ll do it, my girl.” 

He showed the approach to the main line and Hester 
sped on. Up the sharp incline she raced with a mail- 
van. She saw the sparks struck out by the horses’ 
hoofs. Behind came a newspaper cart, with deafening 
uproar. 

The clock—the clock right before her! It was at a 
minute past the train time. Five minutes fast had she 
known it. On, in terror and agony! The outer 
platform was heaped with packages of newspapers, 
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piles of them thrown back to await the slow train. A 
crowd of porters unloaded the vehicles, and rushed 
about with trucks. ‘There was the sound of a jangling 
bell. 

A long train, so long that she could not see the engine, 
waited with doors agape. No hurrying passengers ; no 
confusion ; trucks being briskly emptied into the vans, 
that was all. She was in time, but her eyes dazzled, and 
her limbs failed. 

Then someone touched her. She turned. It was 
John Rayner. He had a rough new overcoat, a travel- 
ling cap, in his hand only a stout stick, and he looked at 
her with wide eyes of astonishment. 

“‘ What are you doing here?” 

“ T’ve come—I’ve run all the way 

Her gasped words were barely intelligible. 

“ You came to see me off?” 

Hester caught him by the hand in which he held his 
stick. 

“ Don’t go !—I want you !—I’ll marry you! 

“Ho, ho! Then you must go with me. I’ve done 
with this country.” 

He drew his hand away, but kept his eyes fixed on hers. 

* Go? Tothe Cape?” 

“ There’s about one minute to get your ticket. I’ve 
got little enough money, but enough to pay your pas- 
sage and leave us a pound or two when we get out there. 
Make your choice ; a minute—less than a minute.” 

She tried to speak, but had no voice. John darted 
away from her to the booking-oflice, and returned with 
her ticket. 

“ Come along ; my traps are in here.” 

He seized her by the arm and drew her along. She 
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could not mount the step of the carriage. He lifted 
her in ; placed her on the seat. 

ef But I haven’t got no clothes—nothing ! ” 

“Tl buy you some. We shall have two,or three 
hours at Southampton before the ship sail I say, 
how bad you look ! Hetty ! ne 

An official came to examine the tickets ; he glanced with 
curiosity at the couple, then locked them in together. 
Again a bell rang. 

Hetty” 

She was all but fainting. John put his arms about her, 
kissed her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. 

“ T’ve run all the way——” 

Insensibly, the train began to move. Hester did not 
know that she had started until they were rushing past 
Vauxhall. 

And behind them the red rift of the eastern sky 
broadened into day. 


THE END. 


ay, 


vn 
| 


§ Sie iry 
u 
yy ; 
a 


28 


